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INTKODUCTION. 



[HE Editor of this and its companion volume"*^ 
has long desired to gather into some such 
compilation many of those verses which have 
appeared to his own apprehension luminous, incisive, 
or comfortable pieces, and which by their melody 
or suggestion seem to possess a power to instruct 
or charm. From a very large accumulation thefte 
have been selected, as either expressing the grief 
of life beneath its tribulation — and such an ex- 
pression is itself often a lenitive for sorrow — or 
the pensive gladness of life beneath the influence 
of those hopes which are as an anchor to the soul. 
Poets are often persons to whom suffering has 

* " Voices from the "Willow and the Palm." 
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vi INTRODUCTION. 

surrendered up its secret. They have studied it 
as an art — until the knowledge of pain has become 
a secret of power; their sensibility has been the 
gateway of vision, and the wandering and the 
wilderness and the pillow of stone have prepared 
the way for the opening of the heavens and the 
vision of angels. Then their words are often 
concise and rememberable, and in many instances 
when the writer has obtained no fame as a singer 
— often the case in the authors of many of these 
selections which have quite passed away from 
ordinary memory — some little flakelet of verse has 
power to chasten and to cheer the spirit. In every 
instance the Editor would confess his obligations 
to the writers from whom he has quoted — and by 
the pleasure which any verse has given in its 
perusal, estimates the enjoyment it created in the 
heart of the writer. 
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THE LOVE OP CHRIST. 

^H ! never, never canst thou know 
What then for thee the Saviour bore ; 
The pangs of that mysterious woe 

That wrung His frame at every pore ; 

The weight that prest upon His brow. 

The fever of His bosom*s core ! 

Yes, man for man perchance may brave 

The horrors of the yawning grave, 

And friend for Mend, or child for sire. 

Undaunted and unmoved expire, 

From love— or piety— or pride — 

But who can die as Jesus died ? — 

A sweet but solitary beam, 

An emanation from above 

Glimmers o'er life's uncertain dream — 

We hail that beam, and call it Love — 

B 
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THE LOVE OF CHRIST, 

Bnt fainter than the pale star's ray 
Before the noontide blaze of day, 
And lighter than the viewless sand 
Beneath the wave that sweeps the strand, 
Is all of Love that man can know — 
All that in angel-breasts can glow — ^ 
Compared, Lord of Hosts, with Thine — 
Eternal — fathomless— divine ! 

Rev. T. Dale. 
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VENI CKEATOR. 

THOU who, as our knowledge grows 
In the world's latter days, 
The more Thou seem*st to clear the sky, 
The more dost hide Thy face : — 

As ever-widening search reveals 

The depth and breadth of ill 
Scourging mankind throngh all the past, 

And sweeping o'er ns still : 

As science, forging day by day 
Her close-link'd chain, withdraws 

The once-felt touches of Thy hand 
For dumb organic laws : 
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VENI CREATOR. 

As fears of change, and fears of doubt, 
Unnerve the overwrought mind, 

Enfeebled *mid its added strength, 
'Mid all its seeing blind : — 

The wider wisdom Thou hast giv*n 

Yet is not wholly gain ; 
The truer vision scathes our sight, 

We cannot see Thee plain. 

Enlarge our hearts and purge our eyes 

To 6ear Thy nearer light ! 
The world's young ignorance is o'er ; 

Make us to know Thee right. 

Fbanois T. Palgravb. 
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THE HTMN OF A SAD HEART. 

I ABY JESUS, who dost lie 
Far above that stonny sky. 
In Thy mother's pure caress. 
Stoop and save the motherless. 

Happy birds ! whom Jesus leaves 
Underneath His sheltering eaves ; 
There they go to play and sleep. 
May not I go in to weep ? 

AH without is mean and small. 
All within is vast and tall ; 
All without is harsh and shrill. 
All within is hushed and still. 
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THE HYMN OF A SAD HEART. 

Jesns, let me enter in, 
Wrap me safe from noise and sin ; 
Let me list the angels' songs, 
See the picture of Thy wrongs ; 

Let me kiss Thy wounded feet. 
Drink Thine incense faint and sweet, 
While the clear bells call Thee down 
From Thine everlasting throne. 

At Thy doorstep low I bend. 
Who have neither kin nor friend ; 
Let me here a shelter find. 
Shield the shorn lamb from the wind. 

Jesu, Lord, my heart will break, 
Save me for Thy great love's sake ! 

Bev. Ghables Ejngsley 
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HOW I MET HIM WHO DIED FOB ME. 

[HE daylight has faded over the sea, 
The shadows are gathering heavily. 
The waters are moaning drearily, 
And there is no haven in sight for me. 

Only a black wild angry heaven. 
Only a rolling, moaning sea. 

And a small weak bark by the tempest driven 
Hither and thither helplessly. — 
For I am alone on this moaning sea 1 
Alone, alone, on the wild wide sea. 
And God stands by in the dark by me. 

And His silence is worse to bear than the moan 
Of the dreary waters that will not stay ; 

And I am alone, yea, worse than alone. 
For God stands by and has nothing to say. 
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8 HOW I MET HIM WHO DIED FOR ME, 

And Death is creeping over the sea, 
Creeping over the drear black sea, 
Creeping into the boat with me 1 

And he will sink the poor weak bark, 

And I shall float out in the dreary dark, 
Dead, dead, on the wild wide sea ! 

A dead face up to the cruel sky 1 
Dead eyes that wearied sore for the light, 

A dead hand floating helplessly, 
Tired with hard rowing through all the night, 

This is what Thou shalt see, God ! 
In Thy warm bright home beyond the cloud. 
Thou denied'st me light tho' it overflowed, 

And there was not room for it all in heaven- 
Thou denied'st one ray unto me, God ! 

By the wintry storm and the tempest driven. 
Thou shalt look on my lost fiftce, God, and see 
What it was to die in the dark for me. 

But I cannot reach Him with this wild cry — 
I cannot reach Him with this poor hand ; 
Peaceful, He dwells in the peaceful land. 

And the smile on His face is untouched by me. 
Only another eternity lost, — 
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HOW I MET HIM WHO DIED FOR ME. 9 

Only another poor soul gone down, 
Far out at sea, whilst He saileth on. 
The songs of heaven are lond and sweet, 
And thrill His heart with joy ; it is meet 
That He should not catch the far-off moan 
Of another soul undone ! undone ! 

Here we part, God ! 

Thou to Thy life and light, 
To Thy home, where Thy dear ones gather to Thee ; 

I, to my death and night — 
A lost thing, with nothing to do with Thee, 
Drifting drearily out to sea. 
Thou hast stood hy in my long despair. 
Thou hast shut from Thee my feeble prayer : 
Let us party God ! 

Thro* the darkness over the sea, 

A voice came calling, calling to me ; — 

And I thought, Someone else is out to-night, — 

Out, out on the wild wide sea. 

And through the darkness over the sea 

Still that voice came calling to me ; 

Nearer and nearer it came to me. 

And One came into the boat from the sea. 
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10 HOW I MET HIM WHO DIED FOR ME. 

The wind fell low round my little bark, 
As a wonnded hand touched mine in the dark, 
And a weary brow on my breast was laid, 
And a trembling voice, as of one in pain, 
And done to death, in a whisper said, 
" I had nowhere else to lay My head." 
And it was thus He came to me. 
I had spoken against Him bitterly. 
As of one who sat smiling in heaven. 
Smiling and resting peacefully. 
Whilst I was perishing tempest-driven. 
But it was thus He came to me. 
Through the deep waters struggling on, 
Where standing and foothold found He none^ 
The wild wind beating about His face. 
Fainting and sinking in that dark place. 
He had been weary and far from home. 
Struggling, forsaken, alone, alone ! 

So out in the night, on the wild wide sea. 
When the wind was beating drearily. 
And the waters were moaning wearily, 
I met with Him who died for me! 
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JEHOVAH TSn)KENU. 

ONCE was a stranger to grace and to God, 
I knew not my danger, and felt not my load, 
Thongh friends spoke in raptures of Christ 
on the tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu was nothing to me. 

I oft read with pleasure, to soothe or engage, 
Isaiah's wild measure, and John's simple page ; 
But e'en when they pictured the hlood-sprinkled 

tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu seemed nothing to me. 

like tears from the daughters of Zion that roll, 
I wept when the waters went over His soul ; 
Yet thought not that my sins had nailed to the tree 
Jehovah Tsidkenu — 'twas nothing to me. 
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12 JEHOVAH TSIDKENV, 

When free grace awoke me, by light from on high, 
When legal fears shook me I trembled to die ; 
No refuge, no safety in self could I see ; 
Jehovah Tsidkenu my Saviour must be. 

My terrors all vanished before the sweet name. 
My guilty fears banished, with boldness I came 
To drink at the fountain, life-giving and free ; 
Jehovah Tsidkenu is all things to me. 

Jehovah Tsidkenu I my treasure and boast ! 
Jehovah Tsidkenu ! I ne'er can be lost ! 
In Thee I shall conquer by flood and by field. 
My cable, my anchor, my breastplate and^ shield ! 

Even treading the valley, the shadow of death, • 
This watchword shall rally my faltering breath ; 
For while from life's fever my God sets me free, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu my death-song shall be. 

Bev. Robert M*Cheyne. 
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THE CHARMER. 

** Socrates. * However, yon and Simmias appear to me a 
if yon wished to sift this subject more thoroughly, and to 
he afraid, like children, lest, on the soul's departure £rom 
the body, winds should blow it away.* 

" Upon this Cebes said, * Endeavour to teach us better, 
Socrates. Perhaps there is a childish spirit in our breast 
that has such a dread. Let us endeavour to persuade him 
not to be afraid of death, as of hobgoblins.* 

" ' But you- must charm him every day,' said Socrates, 
* until yon have quieted his fears.' 

" * But whence, O Sodrates,' he said, * can we procure a 
skilful charmer for such a case, now you are about to leave us F' 

*' * Greece is wide, Cebes,' he said, * and in it surely theie 
are skilful men ; and there are many barbarous nations, all 
of which you should search, seeking such a charmer, 
sparing neither money nor toil.' " — Last wards of Socrates 
as narrated by Plato in the ^^FJusdo" 



need that channer, for onr hearts are sore 
With longings for the things that may not be» 
Faint for the friends that shall return no more 
Dark with distmst, or wrong with agony. 
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14 THE CHARMER. 

** What is this life ? and what to us is death ? 

Whence came we ? whither go ? and where are 
those 
Who, in a moment stricken from our side, 

Passed to that land of shadow and repose ? 



'* And are they dust ? and dust must we become ? 

Or are they living in some unknown clime ? 
Shall we regain them in that far-off home, 

And live anew beyond the waves of time ? 

" man divine ! on thee our souls have hung ; 

Thou wert our teacher in these questions high ; 
But ah ! this day divides thee from our side. 

And veils in dust thy kindly-guiding eye. 

<< Where is that Charmer whom thou bidst us 



On what far shores may his sweet voice be 
heard? 
When shall these questions of our yearning souls 
Be answered by the bright Eternal Word ?" 
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THE CHARMER. ' 15 

So spake the youth of Athens, weeping round, 
When Socrates lay calmly down to die ; 

So spake the sage, prophetic of the hour 

When earth's fair morning-star should rise on 
high. 



They found Him not, those youths of soul divine, 
Long-seeking, wandering, watching on life's 
shore ; 

Beasoning, aspiring, yearning for the light, 
Death came and found them — douhting as before. 



But years passed on ; and lo ! the Charmer came, 
Pure, simple, sweet, as comes the silver dew ; 

And iJie world knew Him not, — ^He walked alone, 
Encircled only by His trusting few. 

Like the Athenian sage, rejected, scorned, 
Betrayed, condemned, His day of doom drew 
nigh; 

He drew His faithful few more closely round, 
And told them that His hour was come — to die. 



vGoogk 



i6 THE CHARMER. 

'' Let not your heart be troubled,** then He said, 
<' My Father*s house hath mansions large and 
fair; 

I go before you to prepare your place, 
I will return to take you with Me there.** 

And since that hour the awful foe is charmed, 
And life and death are glorified and fair. 

Whither He went we know ; the way we know. 
And with firm step press on to meet Him there. 

Mbs. Habbiet B. Stowe. 
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THE VOICES OF NATURE. 




SAEIED with the golden glare, 

With the noise of worldly things, 
Take us to Thy larger air, 
To the shadow of Thy wings ! 
In the wild with Nature lonely. 
Listening for Thy message only. 



Sweeps aside, as vagne or vain, 

All of spiritual source ; 
Soul, a function of the brain ; 

God a metaphor for force : 
So half pride of heart, half humbly, 
Sits and waits his future dumbly. 



The whole universe is less 
Than one atom-grain of thought ; 
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i8 THE VOICES OF NATURE. 

Forms of man's own consciousness, 

Space and Time o'erwhelm him not 
Feeblest-bom and last in season, 
Yet sole child and heir of reason. 

Voice of Nature in the heart, 

Narrow through our science, though 

Here we only know in part, 
Give us faith in what we know I 

To a fuller life aspiring, 

Satisfy the heart's desiring. 

Tell us of a force, behind 
Nature's force, supreme, alone : 

Tell us of a larger mind 
Than the partial power we own ; 

Tell us of a Being wholly 

Wise and great and just and holy : 

Toning down the pride of mind 

To a wiser humbleness. 
Teach the limits of mankind. 

Weak to know and prompt to guess. 
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THE VOICES OF NATURE, 19 

On the mighty ^ores that bound us 
Childlike gathering trifles round us : 

Teach how, yet, what here we know 
To the unknown leads the way, 

As the light that faint and low, 
Prophesies consummate day ; 

How the little arc before us 

Proves the perfect circle o*er us ; 

How the marr*d unequal scheme 
That on all sides here we meet, 

Either is a lawless dream, 

Or must somewhere be complete ; 

Where or when, if near, or distant. 

Known but to the One Existent. 

He is. We meanwhile repair 
From the noise of human things 

To the fields of larger air. 
To the shadow of His wings : 

Listening for His message only 

In the wild with Nature lonely. 

Fbancis T. Palobaye. 



vGoogk 



ONE BY ONE. 

" I will come and receive you unto myself." 
" The Master is come, and calleth for thee." 

^OT sweeping up together 
In whirlwind or in cloud, 
In the hush of the summer weather, 
Or when storms are thundering loud 
But one by one, they go 
In the sweetness none may know. 

In secret love, the Master 

To each one whispers low — 
** I am, at hand : work faster, 

Behold the sunset glow/' 
And each one smileth sweet, 
Who hears the Master's feet. 
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ONE BY ONE, 21 

Have we not canght that smiling 

On some beloved face, 
As if a heavenly sound were wiling 

The soul from our earthly place — 
The distant sound and sweet 
Of the Master's coming feet ? 

We may clasp the loved one faster, 

And plead for a little while ; 
But who can resist the Master ? 

And we read, by that brightening smile, 
That the tread we may not hear 
Is drawing surely near. 

Or in the hush of the summer weather. 

In the golden afternoon. 
As we watch by a friend's sick bed together. 

And murmur — " Better, soon : " 
Sudden the Master's feet 
May be heard in the sunny street. 

Till then, no dream of dying 

Had flashed through the sick man's heart ; 
But a sudden smile on his face is lying. 

And the Soul rises up to depart, 
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ONE BY ONE. 

At the sound of those gentle feet 

Which come up through the sunny street. 

Or perchance he lieth sleeping 

With weary hand and head, 
And does not hear our weeping, 

Nor the sound of that solemn tread, 
Telling the hour is come 
For his returning home : 

Then we whisper low together — 

** Behold the Master^s feet ! 
He comes through the sunny weather, 

Up hy the smiling street ; 
We had no thought, or fear 
That the hour had come so near." 

Then, trying to still our weeping, 
With trembling lips we say — 

« We must break on this silent sleeping, 
We must prepare * His ' way ; " 

And we stoop to murmur low — 

" Are you ready, dear, to go ? 



vGoogk 



ONE BY ONE. 23 

The Master is come, and calleth 

For thee ; He is at the door. 
Awake ! for His shadow falleth 

Already across the floor: 
Are you ready, dear, to go 
With Him who loveth so ? " 

Then a sudden voice of gladness. 

As our earthly voices cease, — 
" After my years of sadness. 

He bringeth tidings of peace ; 
How beautiful are His feet, 
Which shine from the golden street ! " 

And gently enters the Master : 

Through the room His garments sweep, 

And our trembling hearts beat faster, 
And our eyes forget to weep ; 

Though we can hear Him say — 

" Thou shalt be there to-day." 

As one whom his mother comforts. 

He lays the soul on His breast, 
But He draweth the curtains closely. 

As it enters into rest ; 
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24 ONE BY ONE. 

And none may see it go 
Away, through the sunset glow. 

He hath hushed the worn frame sweetly, 
He hath soothed the death alarms, 

Till it lieth asleep, completely 
In the everlasting arms ; 

We know not the soul is gone 

Till the Lord is found alone. 



Or when the storm-rain dasheth 

Across the wintry night. 
And the wild red lightning flasheth 

Like Angels' swords of light. 
And we pray for sailors' souls. 
As the sea in thunder rolls ; 

Behold, as we kneel down trembling. 
The thunder crasheth free ; 

The door bursts open wildly, 
And startled we rise to see. 

Serene, and still and fair. 

The Master standing there ! 
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He looketh upon us sweetly, 

With His well-known greeting — "Peace! 
And He fills our hearts completely, 

And the sounds of the tempest cease : 
But we know the honr is come 
For one of us to go home. 

On all the sweet smile falleth 

Of Him who loveth so, 
But to one the sweet voice calleth — 

*< Arise ! and let us go ; 
They wait to welcome thee, 
This night at home with Me^ 

Not sweeping up together, 

In whirlwind or in cloud, 
In the hush of the summer weather. 

Or when storms are thundering loud ; 
But one by one, we go 
In the sweetness none may know. 

Not pressing through the portals 

Of the celestial town. 
An army of fresh immortals. 

By the Lord of Battles won ; 
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But one by one, we come 

To the Gate of the heavenly home : 

That all the powers of Heaven 
May shout aloud to God, 

As each new robe of life is given, 
Bought by the Master's Blood, 

And the heavenly raptures dawn 

On the pilgrims, one by one : 

That to each the voice of the Father 
May thrill in welcome sweet ; 

And round each the angels gather. 
With songs, on the shining street ; 

As, one by one, we go 

To the glory none may know. 



B. M. 
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THE TEN VIRGINS. 

HAD a vision of the night. 

It seem'd 
There was a long red tract of barren land, 
Blockt in by black hills, where a half moor dreamed 
Of mom, and whiten'd. 

Drifts of dry brown sand, 
This way and that, were heapt below : and flats 
Of water : — ^glaring shallows, where strange bats 
Came and went, and moths flickered. 

To the right, 
A dusty road that crept along the waste 
Like a white snake : and, farther ap, I traced 
The shadow of a great house, far in sight : 
A hundred casements all ablaze with light. 
And forms that flit athwart them as in haste 
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28 THE TEN VIRGINS. 

And a slow music, such as sometimes kings 
Command at mighty revels, softly sent 
From viol, and flute, and tabor, and the strings 
Of many a sweet and slumbrous instrument, 
That wound into the mute heart of the night 
Out of that distance. 

Then I could perceive 
A glory pouring through an open door, 
And in the light five women. I believe 
They wore white vestments, all of them. They were 
Quite calm ; and each still face unearthly fair, 
Unearthly quiet. So like statues all. 
Waiting they stood without that lighted hall ; 
And in their hands, like a blue star, they held 
Each one a silver lamp. 

Then I beheld 
A shadow in the doorway. And one came 
Crown'd for a feast. I could not see the Face. 
The Form was not all human. As the flame 
Streamed over it, a presence took the place 
With awe. 

He, turning, took them by the hand,, 
And led them each up the white stairway, and 
The door closed. 
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At that moment the moon dipp'd 
Behind a rag of purple vapour, ript 
Off a great cloud, some dead wind, ere it spent 
Its last breath, had blown open, and so rent. 
You saw behind blue pools of light, and there 
A wild star swimming in the lurid air. 
The dream was darkened, and a sense of loss 
Fell like a nightmare on the land : because 
The moon yet lingered in her cloud eclipse. 

Then, in the dark, swelled suddenly across 
The waste a wail of women. 

Her blue lips 
The moon drew up out of a cloud. 

Again 
I had a vision on that midnight plain. 

Five women : and the beauty of despair 
Upon their faces : locks of wild wet hair, 
Clammy with anguish, wandered low and loose 
O'er their bare breasts, that seem'd too filled with 

trouble 
To feel the damp crawl of the midnight dews 
That trickled down them. One was bent half double, 
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A dismayed heap, that hung o*er the last spark 
Of a lamp slowly dying. As she blew 
The dull light redder, and the dry wick flew 
In crumbling sparkles all about the dark*, 
I saw a light of horror in her eyes ; 
A wild light on her flusht cheeks ; a wild white 
On her dry lips ; an agony of surprise 
Fearfully fair. 

The lamp dropped. From my sight 
She fell into the dark. 

Beside her, sat 
One without motion : and her stem face flat 
Against the dark sky. 

One as still as death, 
Hollow'd her hands about her lamp, for fear 
Some motion of the midnight, or her breath. 
Should fan out the last flicker. Bosy-clear 
The light oozed, thro* her fingers, o*er her face. 
There was a ruin'd beauty hovering there 
Over deep pain, and dasht with lurid grace 
A waning bloom. 

The light grew dim and blear : 
And she, too, slowly darkened in her place. 
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Another, with her white hands hotly lockt 
Ahont her damp knees, muttering madness, rockt 
Forward, and backward. But at last she stopp'd, 
And her dark head upon her bosom dropped 
Motionless. 

Then they rose up with a cry 
To the great moon ; and stretched a wrathful arm 
Of wild expostulation to the sky. 
Murmuring — ** These earth-lamps fail us ! and what 

harm? 
Does not the moon shine ? Let us rise and haste 
To meet the Bridegroom yonder o'er the waste ! 
For now I seem to catch once more the tone 
Of viols on the night ! 'Twere better done, 
At worst, to perish near the golden gate, 
And fall in sight of glory one by one. 
Than here all night upon the wild to wait 
Uncertain ills. Away ! the hour is late I " 

Again the moon dipp'd. 

I could see no more; 
Not the least gleam of light did heaven afford. 
At last I heard a knocking on a door, 
And some one crying, " Open to us. Lord 
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There was an awful pause. 

I heard my heart 
Beat. 

ThjBn a voice — ** I know you not. Depart." 
I caught within a glimpse of glory. And 
The door closed. 

Still in darkness dream'd the land. 
I could not see those women. Not a breath ! 
Darkness and awe : a darkness more than death. 
The darkness took them. 

Owen Meredith. 
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THE INFINITE WILL; 

|Y scale and method works the Will Supreme, 
Nor clouds, nor waves, without a limit 
stream ; 

And all the floods that daylight never saw. 
The rayless tide of ruin, owns a law. 

0*er all confusions marring earth and air, 
O'er all the shuddering hours of man's despair. 
Still reigns one fixed decree of peace and love, 
And still, though dim below, 'tis bright above. 

John Stebung. 
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1 FLY UNTO THEE TO HIDE ME.*' 

[F there had anywhere appeared in space 
Another place of refuge, where to flee, 
Oar hearts had taken refuge in that place, 
And not with Thee. 

For we against creation's hars had beat 

Like prison'd eagles, through great worlds had 
sought 
Though but a foot of ground to plant our feet. 
Where Thou wert not. 

And only when we found in earth and air. 

In heaven or hell that such might nowhere be — 
That we could not flee from Thee anywhere. 
We fled to Thee. 

Archbishop Tbenoh. 
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THE FINDING THE WORD. 



HAT sought we in the Holy Book ? 
Not Science — ^wide before us lies 
Creation's volmne, where to look 
For all the light that sense supplies ; 




Not date or number, name or place, 
Mere toys for antiquarian quest, 

Although these annals of our race 
Are still the oldest and the best ; 

Not beauty of the outward frame, 
Though few can boast such pictures &ir, 

Nor acts of men exempt from blame, 
Though many a saintly life is there ; 
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But truth essential, truth divine. 

Our Father's everlasting will, 
The love for which our spirits pine, 

The joys that all our hopes fulfil — 

Sweet rest in each snecessive stage, 
Since first we drew this vital hreath, 

And warmth amid the chills of age, 
And comfort in the hour of death. 

If such the hanquet pure and good 
For human souls benignly spread, 

Critic ! spare the children's food, 
Nor give the people stones for bread ! 

But nought, methinks, will make us part. 
Save our own sin's deliberate choice. 

With that strong instinct of the heart. 
By which we know our Master's voice ; 

And, when He speaks, we need not quail 
For aught that men may do or say — 

Because, though heaven and earth should fail,. 
His words will never pass away. 
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Kemembering always, that our want 
Mnst by His wisdom first be tried, 

And what we fancied love would grant 
May also be by love denied ; 

Kemembering when we kneel and pray, 
How in the garden prayed the Son, 

And ready still with Hun to say : — 

"Fatheb! Thy will, not minb, be done!^ 

Beithmxjlleb. 
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*THY WORD IS A LAMP UNTO MY FEET 
AND A LIGHT UNTO MY PATH." 




SN Israel knew not where to go, 
God made the fiery pillar glow ; 
' night, by day, above the camp 
It led the way, — ^their gniding lamp ; 
Such is Thy holy Word to me 
In day of dark perplexity. 
When devious paths before me spread. 
And all invite my foot to tread, 
I hear Thy voice behind me say, 
** Believing soul, this is the way, 
Walk thou in it." gentle Dove, 
How much Thy holy law I love ! 
My lamp and light 
In the dark night. 
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When Paul amid the seas seemed lost, 
By Adrian billows wildly tossed, 
When neither sun nor star appeared, 
And every wave its white head reared 
Above the ship, beside his bed 
An angel stood, and " Fear not ! " said. 
Such is Thy holy Word to me 
When tossed upon auction's sea ; 
When floods come in upon my soul, 
And the deep waters o'er me roll, 
With angel voice Thy Word draws near 
And says, " 'Tis I, why shouldst thou fear ? 
Through troubles great my saints must go 
Unto their rest, where neither woe 
Nor sin can come ; where every tear 
From off the cheek shall disappear. 
Wiped by God's hand." gentle Dove, 
Thy holy Law how much I love I 

My lamp and light 

In the dark night. 



Wh^n holy Stephen dauntless stood 
Before the Jews, who sought his blood. 
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With angel face he looked on high, 
And wondering, through the parted sky, 
Saw Jesus, risen from His throne 
To claim the martyr as His own. 
Angelic peace Thy sight bestowed. 

With holy joy his bosom glowed ; 

* 

And while the murderous stones they hurled, 
His heaven- wrapt soul sought yonder world 
Of rest. ** My spirit, Saviour, keep ! " 
He cried ; he kneeled, he fell asleep. 
Such be Thy holy Word to me 
. In hour of life's extremity I 

Although no more the murdering hand 
Is raised within our peaceful land — 
The Church has rest, and I may ne'er 
Be called the martjrr's crown to wear : 
Yet still, in whatsoever form 
Death comes to me, — ^in midnight storm. 
Whelming my bark, or in my nest, 
Gently dismissing me to rest, — 
grant me in Thy Word to see 
A risen Saviour beckoning me. 
No evil then my heart shall fear 
lu the dark valley. Thou art near ! 
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My trembling soul and Thou, my God, 
Alone are there ; Thy staff and rod 
Shall comfort me. gentle Dove, 
How much Thy holy Law I love ! 

My lamp and light 

In the dark night. 

Eev. E. M. M*Cheyne. 
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DIFFERING AGES— DIFFERING DUTIES. 

WONDER not at those, who first 
Forsook the crowded walks of men, 
And in the cloister and the glen, 
Their days in contemplation nnrst ; 

The monk, the lonely eremite. 

Whose lives to solitude were given. 

That naught of earth might cloud the heaven 

To which they journeyed from their sight. 

In rocky cave, in convent cell. 

They hid, — their fear, lest aught should win 
Their steps again to walk, with sin. 

The smooth, enticing path to hell. 
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Yet not remote from human ill, 

Nor shut secluded from the strife, 

The Christian tmly lives his life 
Or does the Master's hallowed will ; 

Bat in the tnmnlt and the throng, 

Where hanger, want, and moans distress, 
A voice to soothe, a hand to hless. 

With humble toil he moves along ; 

Nor turns from common tasks aside, 
Nor fears to face temptation's power, 
But trusts in every tr3dng hour. 

To One in heaven to safely guide. 

Be mine within the Master's field 
The round of Christian work to lead, 
That faith made manifest by deed, 

May fruitage to the gleaning yield. 

Yet would I not those monks condemn. 
Nor blame their still secluded years. 
Their tree an ample fruitage bears. 

And Jesus had a work for them. 
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They nursed the sick, they fed the poor, 
They mused, they wrote with careful pen, 
Nor closed their hearts to pity when 

The houseless stranger sought their door. 

And through long mediaeval night, 
That wrapt the nations like a pall ; 
Sheltered by many a convent wall, 

Still burned unquenched the living light. 

Not ours to mete their life's award. 

Their life, — that age ! — perchance 'twas best ; 

Nor without hope their ashes rest, 
Till that great day which brings the Lord. 

But in these days of restless mind, 
When to and fro the many run. 
And knowledge circles with the sun, 

My labour lies among mankind. 

Those tasks my Lord will have me do. 

Must I assiduously fulfil, 

Making life beautiful and still. 
For pattern, keeping Him in view. 

Bev. W. T. Matson. 
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THE HUMAN HEART. 

f HOU hast been call'd to God, rebellious heart, 
By many an awful and neglected sign, 
By many a joy which came and did depart, 
Mocking thy weeping, frail worm that thou art. 
For that thou didst not fear to call them thine. 

Thou hast been call'd, when o'er thy trembling head 

The storm in all its fury hath swept by ; 
When the loud ocean rose within its bed. 
And whelmed, with greedy roar, the struggling dead, 
Who never more may greet thine anxious eye. 

Thou hast been caird, when, beautiful and bright. 

The calm, still sunshine round about thee lay ; 
And, in thine ecstasy, thy spirit's flight 
Hath soared unto those realms of life and light, 
Where thy God's presence beams eternal day. 
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Thou hast been eall'd, when thou hast raised to 
heaven 

Thy suppliant hands, in vain and passionate grief; 
When some young blessing, which thy God had given, 
The chains of mortal flesh and clay hath riven, 

And faded from thee Hke an autumn leaf ! 

Thou hast been call'd, when by some early grave 
Thou stoodest, yearning for what might not be. 
Moaning above thy beautiful and brave, 
And murmuring against the God that gave. 
Because He claimed His gift again from thee 

Thou hast been called, when the proud organ's peal 
Hath thrilled thy heart with its majestic sound; 
Taught each strung fibre quiv*ringly to feel, 
Bid the dim tear-drop from thy lashes steal, 
And the loud passionate sob break silence round. 

Yea, oft hast thou been call'd ! and often now 

The "still small voice" doth whisper thee of God ; 
Bidding thee smooth thy dark and sullen brow, 
And from thy lip the prayer repentant flow,. 
Which may not rise unheard to His abode. 
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Yet empty is thy place amid the choirs 

Of God's yonng angels in their peace and love ; 
Vainly with zeal thy sonl a moment fires, 
Since, clinging still to earth and earth^s desires, 
Thou losest sight of things which are ahove. 

Oh, hear it, sinner ! hear that warning voice 

Which vainly yet hath struck thy hardened ear ! 
Hear it, while lingering death allows the choice, 
And the glad troops of angels may rejoice 
Over the sinner's warm repentant tear ! 

Lest when thy struggling soul would quit the frame 

Which hound it here, hy sin and passion toss'd, 
Thy Saviour's voice shall wake despairing shame, 
'< How often have I sought thee to reclaim I — 
How often — ^but thou wouldst not — and art lost ! '' 

Hon. Mrs. Norton. 
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DiEDALUS. 



AIL for Daedalus, all that is fairest ! 

All that is tnnefal in air and wave ! 
Shapes whose beanty is tniest and rarest, 
Hannt with yonr lamps and spells his grave ! 




Statues bend your heads in sorrow, 

Ye that glance 'mid ruins old. 
That know not a past, nor expect a to-morrow. 

On many a moonlit Grecian wold I 

By sculptured cave and speaking river, 
Thee, Daedalus, of the Nymphs recall ; 

The leaves with a sound of winter quiver. 
Murmur thy name, and withering fall. 
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Yet are ihy visions in sonl the grandest 
Of all that crowd on the tear-dimmed eyei 

Though, Daedalus, thou no more commandest 
New stars to that ever- widening sky^^ 

Ever thy phantoms arise before us. 
Our lofkier brothers, but one in blood j 

By bed and table they lord it o*er us, 
With looks of beauty and words of good. 

Calmly they show us mankind victorious 
O'er all that's aimless, blind, and base ; 

Their presence has made our nature glorious, 
Unveiling our night's illumine^ fiEice. 

Thy toil has won l^em a godlike quiet, 
Thou hast wrought their path to a lovely sphere ; 

Their eyes to peace rebuke our riot, 
And shape us a home of refuge here. 

For DsBdalus breathed in them his spirit ; 

In them their sire his beauty sees ; 
We too, a younger brood, inherit 

The gifts and blessings bestowed on these. 

s 
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But ah ! their wise and graceful seeming 
Becalls the more that the sage is gone ; 

Weeping we wake from deceitful dreaming, 
And find onr voiceless chamher lone. 

Dasdalas, thou from the twilight fleest, 
Which thou with visions hast made so bright ; 

And when no more those shapes thon seest, 
Wanting thine eye they lose their light. 

E'en in the noblest of man's creations, 
Those fresh worlds ronnd this old of onrs, 

When the seer is gone, the orphaned nations 
See bat the tombs of perished powers. 

Wail for Dsedalns, Earth and Ocean I 

Stars and Son, lament for him ! 
Ages, quake in strange commotion ! 

All ye realms of life be dim ! 

Wail for Daedalus ! awful voices, 

From Earth's deep centre, mankind appal ! 
Seldom ye sound, and then Death rejoices. 

For he knows that then the mightiest fall. 

John SxEBUNa. 
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THE BALLAD OP BABIE BELL. 

[AYE you not heard the poets tell 
HoW' oame the dainty Babie Bell 
Into this world of ours ? 
The gates of heaven were left %jar : 
With folded hands and dreamy eyes, 
Wandering out of Paradise, 
She saw this planet like a star 

Hung in the glistening depths of even, — 
Its bridges, running to and fro, 
O'er which the white-winged angels go, 

Bearing the holy Dead to heaven. 
She touched a bridge of flowers, — ^those feet. 
So light they did not bend the bells 
Of the celestial asphodels ! 
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They fell like dew npon the flowers, 
Then all the air grew strangely sweet I 
And thus came dainty Babie Bell 

Into this world of ours. 



She came, and brought delicious May. 
The swallows built beneath the eaves, 
Like sunlight in and out the leaves, 

The robins went the livelong day ; 

The lily swung its noiseless bell, 
And o*er the porch the trembling vine 
Seenied bursting with its veins of wine : 

How swiftly, softly, twilight fell ! 

Oh, earth was fall of singing-birds, 

And opening spring-tide flowers. 
When the dainty Babie Bell 
Came to this world of ours ! 



Babie, dainty Babie Bell, 
How fair she grew from day to day ! 

What woman-nature filled her eyes. 
What poetry within them lay : 
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llhose deep and tender twilight eyes, 
So fall of meaning, pnre and bright, 
As if she yet stood in the light 

Of those oped gates of Paradise. 
And so we lov^d her more and more : 
Ah ! never in our hearts before 

Was love so lovely bom : 
We felt we had a link between ' 
This real world and that unseen, — 

The land beyond the mom. 
And for the love of those dear eyes, 

For love of her whom God led forth, 

(The mother^s being ceased on earth 
When Babie came from Paradise), 
For love of Him who smote our lives, 

And woke the chords of joy and pain, 
We said. Bear Christ /—our hearts bent down 

Like violets after rain. 



And now the orchards, which were white 
And red with blossoms when she came, 

Were rich in Autumn's mellow prime : 
The clustered apples burnt like flame, 
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The soft-cheeked peaches blnshed and fell, 
The ivory chestnut burst its shell, 
The grapes hung purpling in the grange : 
And time wrought just as rich a change 

In little Babie Bell. 
Her lissom form more perfect grew, 

And in her features we could trace. 

In soften'd curves, her mother's face. 
Her angel nature ripened too. 
We thought her lovely when she came, 

But she was holy, saintly now. . . . 

Around her pale angelic brow 
We saw a slender ring of flame ! 
God's hand had taken away the seal 

That held the portals of her speech ; 
And oft she said a few strange words 

Whose meaning lay beyond our reach. 
She never was a child to us, 

We never held her being's key : 
We could not teach her holy things : 

She was Christ's self in purity. 

It came upon us by degrees : 
We saw its shadow ere it fell, 
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The knowledge that onr God had sent 
His messenger for Babie Bell. 
We shuddered with unlangnaged pain, 
And all our hopes were changed to fears, 
And all our thoughts ran into tears 
Like sunshine into rain. 
We cried aloud in our belief, 
" Oh, smite us gently, gently, God ! 
Teach us to bend and kiss the rod, 
And perfect growth through grief." 
Ah, how we loved her, God can tell ; 
Her heart was folded deep in ours. 
Our hearts are broken, Babie Bell ! 
At last he came, the messenger, 
The messenger from unseen lands : 
And what did dainty Babie Bell ? 
She only crossed her little hands, 
She only looked more meek and fair I 
We parted back her silken haur : 
We wove the roses round her brow. 
White buds, the summer's drifted snow, — 
Wrapt her from head to foot in flowers I 
And thus went dainty Babie Bell 
Out of this world of ours ! 

T. B. Aldbioh. 
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REQUIESCAT IN PACE. 




^E have watched him to the last ; 
We have seen the dreaded king 
Smile pacific as he past 
By that conch of suffering : 
Wrinkles of aggressive years, 
Channels of unwitnessed tears, 
Furrows on the anxious hrow, 
All are smooth as childhood^s now ! 
Death, as seen hy men in dreams. 
Something stem and cruel seems — 
But his face is not the same 
When he comes into the room. 
Takes the hand and names the name. 
Seals the eyes with tender gloom, 
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Saying : <' Blessed are the laws 
To which all God's creatures bend : 
Mortal ! fear me not, because 
Thine inevitable Mend ! " 



So, when all the limbs were still, 
Moved no more by sense or will, 
Reverent hands the body laid 
In the church's pitying shade. 
With the pio^s rites that &11 
Like the rain-drops upon all. 
What could man refuse or grant 
The spiritual inhabitant, 
Who so long had ruled within 
With power to sin or not to sin ? 
^ Nothing. Hope, and hope alone, 
Mates with death. Upon a stone 
Let the simple name be writ, 
Traced upon the infant's front 
Years ago : and under it, 
As with Christian folk is wont, 
" Bequiescat," or may be 
Symbol letters, R. I. P. 
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Best is bappy, rest is right, 
Best is precious in God's sight. 
But if be who lies below, 
Out of an abundant heart 
Drawing remedies for woe, 
Never wearied to impart 
Blessings to bis fellow-men ; 
If be never rested then, 
But each harvest gathered seed 
For the future word and deed, 
And the darkness of bis kind 
Filled him with such endless ruth. 
That the very light of truth 
Pain'd him walking *mid the blind, — 
How, when some transcendent change 
Gives his being boundless range. 
When he knows not time or space. 
In the nearness of God's face. 
In the world of spirits how 
Shall that soul be resting now ? 
While one creature is unblest. 
How can such as he have rest ? 
" Best in peace,'' the legend runs ; 
Best is sweet to Adam's sons. 
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Bat can he, whose busy brain 
Worked within this hollow skull. 
Now his zeal for truth restrain, 
Now his subtle fancy dull, 
When he wanders spirit-free, 
Young in his immortality ? 
While on earth he only bore 
Life as it was linked with lore, 
And the infinite increase * 

Of knowledge was his only peace : 
Till that knowledge he possest. 
How can such a mind have rest ? 



Best is happy, rest is meet 
For well-worn and weary feet ; 
Surely not for him, on whom 
Ponderous stands the pompous tomb. 
Prompt to blind the future's eyes 
With gilt deceit and blazoned lies : 
Him who never used his powers 
To speed for good the waiting hours, — 
Made none wiser for his seeing. 
Made none better for his being — 
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Closed bis eyes lest others' woes 
Should disturb his base repose — 
Catching at each selfish zest ; 
How can he have right to rest ? 
Bather we would deem him driven 
Anywhere in search of heaven, 
Failing ever in the quest, 
Till he learns it is not given 
That man should by himself be blest. 
# * * * 

Here we struggle with the light, — 
And, when comes that fated night. 
Into Nature's lap we fall. 
Like tired children, one and all. 
Day and Labour, Night and Best, 
Come together in our mind. 
And we image forth the Blest 
To eternal calm resigned : 
Yet it may be that the abyss ] 
Of the lost is only this — 
That for them all things to come 
Are inanimate and dumb. 
And immortal life they steep 
Li dishonourable sleep : 
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While no power of pause is given 
To the inheritors of heaven ; 
And the holiest still are those 
Who are farthest from repose, 
And yet onward, onward press 
To a loftier godliness ; 
Still hecoming, more than being, 
Apprehending more than seeing, 
Feeling, as from orb to orb 
In their awfnl coarse they ran. 
How their Seals new light absorb 
From the self-existing One, 
Demiurgos throned above. 
Mind of ]^^d, and Love of Love. 

Lord HouaHTON. 
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GROWTH IN GRACE. 



fHIS did not once so trouble me, 
That better I could not love Thee ; 
But now I feel and know 
That only when we love, we find 
How far our hearts remain behind 
The love they should bestow. 

n. 

While we had little care to call 

On Thee, and scarcely prayed at all, 

We seemed enough to pray : 
But now we only think with shame. 
How seldom to Thy glorious Name 

Our lips their o£ferings pay. 
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ni. 

And when we gave yet slighter heed 
Unto onr brother's suffering need, 

Onr hearts reproached as then 
Not half so mnoh as now, that we 
With such a careless eye can see 

The woes and wants of men. 



IV. 

In doing is this knowledge won, 
To see what yet remains undone ; 

With this oar pride repress, 
And give as grace, a growing store. 
That day by day we may do more. 

And may esteem it less. 

Abchbisbop Tbencp. 
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SHRINE of God that now 

Mast learn itself with awe ! 
heart and sonl that move 
Beneath a living law i 
That which 8eem*d all the role 

Of Nature, is bat part ; 
A larger, deeper law 
Claims also soul and heart. 
The force that framed and bore ns hither 
Itself at once is whence and whither* 

We may not hope to read 
Nor comprehend the whole 

Or of the law of things 
Or of the law of soul : 
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Among the eternal stars 

Dim perturbations ; 
And all the searchers' search 
Does not exhaust the skies ; 
He who has framed and brought us hither 
Holds in His hands the whence and whither. 

He in His science plans 

What no known laws foretell ; 
The wandering fires and fix'd 

Alike are miracle : 
The common death of all, 

The life renew'd above, 
Are both within the scheme 

Of that all-encircling love ; 
The seeming chance that cast us hither 
Accomplishes His whence and whither. 

Then, though the sun go up 

His beaten azure way, 
God may fulfil his thought 

And bless his world to-day ; 
Beside the law of things 

The law of mind enthrone, 

F 
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WHENCE AND WHITHER, 



And, for the hope of all, 
Reveal Himself in One ; 
Himself the way that leads us thither, 
The All-in-all, the Whence and Whither. 

Francis T. Palgrave. 
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THE BLESSED LIFE. 

BLESSED Life ! The heart at rest, 
When all without tumultuous seems, 
That trusts a Higher Will, and deems 
That Higher Will, not hers, is best. 

Blessed Life ! The mind that sees, 

Whatever change the years may bring, 
A mercy still in every thing, 

And shining through all mysteries. 

Blessed Life ! The soul that soars. 
When sense of mortal sight is dim, 
Beyond the sense, beyond to Him, 

Whose love unlocks the heavenly doors. 
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68 THE BLESSED LIFE, 

Blessed Life ! Heart, mind, and soul, 
. From self-bom aims and wishes &ee ; 
In all at one with Deity, 
And loyal to the Lord's control. 

Life, how blessed, how divine ! 

High life, the earnest of a higher ! 

Saviour, fulfil my deep desire, 
And let this blessed Life be mine ! 

William Tidd Matson. 
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THE OLD AND NEW CREATION. 

' OLE Maker of the Worlds ! They lay 
A barren blank, a void, a nought 
Beyond the ken of solar ray 
Or reach of archangelic thought. 

Thou spak'st ; and they were made ! Forth sprang 

From every region of the abyss. 
Whose deeps, fire-cloven, with anthems rang, 

The spheres new-bom and numberless. 

Thou spak*st : — oipon the winds were found 
The astonished eagles : awed and hushed 

Subsiding seas revered their bound. 
And the strong forests upward rushed. 
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70 THE OLD AND NEW CREATION 

Before the Vision angels fell, 

As though the face of God they saw ; 

And all the panting miracle 

Found rest within the arms of Law. 

Perfect, God ! Thy primal plan. 

That scheme frost-hound hy Adam's sin ; 

Create, within the heart of Man, 

Worlds meet for Thee, and dwell therein. 

From Thy hright realm of Sense and Nature, 
Which flowers enwreath and stars hegem,« 

Shape Thou Thy Church, the crowned creature. 
The Bride, the New Jerusalem. 

Sib Aubrey de Vebe. 
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A DREAM OF COLOURS. 

WAS alone within. a Christian fane : — 
The edifice, though rear'd by modern art, 
Inspir'd by late-awakening piety, 
Was in the fashion of the days of old : 
The good old days when nought of rich or rare. 
Or bright or beautiful, was deemed a gift 
Too liberal to Him who giveth all. 

Pillar and wall were cloth'd in gorgeous hues. 
In mystic pattern wrought ; the vaulted roof 
Was deeply blue, sown thick with golden stars 
Like the still heaven of a summer night. 
Before me blaz'd the altar rife with gold ; 
And not a sunbeam through the windows crept 
But borrow'd some rich colour — amethyst. 
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72 A DREAM OF COLOURS, 

Kuby or emerald, or topaz gleam — 
From robe of martyred saint or prophet old. 
In dreamy mood I sate ; — the gorgeous gloom — 
For those deep hues had quench'd the full noon- 
glare 
To evening's gloaming — ^lulling all my soul, 
Like a low delicious harmony, 
Till sleep possessed me ; but those ravishing hues 
Still kept their magic influence, and crept 
*Neath my dropt lid, and mingled with my dream. 

Yet in my dream I stirr'd not from that bench 
Of quaintly-carven oak whereon I sate. 
But in the church I was no more alone. 
For up the central aisle came gliding slow 
Seven beauteous sisters, forms in glory dight ; 
Each in a robe of differing hue array'd. 
And as they came they sang in chorus sweet. 
And these, meseem'd, were the words they 
sang : — 

** Glory to God on high I Again we come 
To worship Thee in Thy most holy temple. 
Whose portal hath too long been shut on us ; — 
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A DREAM OF COLOURS, 73 

Most wrongfully, most ignorantly shut ! 

For long ago didst Thoti Thyself ordain 

Us to Thy solemn service ; long before 

Thy first fair temple rose on Zion hill, 

While yet Thy chosen dwelling was in tents, 

So fitly in the East we worshipped Thee ; 

And so in many an European land 

In after ages, when no longer smok*d 

The homed victim, but the mystic cross 

O'er every altar rose. But many a year 

Hath passed away since we have found a place 

In any House of Thine in this fair isle. 

Not that weever ceas'd to worship Thee ; 

For still in every land, though to Thy name 

Arose no temple, — still in every age, 

Though heedless man had quite forgot Thy praise. 

We prais*d Thee ; and at rise and set of sun 

Did we assemble duly and intone 

A. choral hymn that all the lands might hear. 

In heaven, or earth, and in the deep we prais'd 

Thee, 
Singly, or mingled in sweet sisterhood. 
But now, acknowledg'd ministrants, we come, 
Co-worshippers with man in this Thy house, 
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74 A DREAM OF COLOUI^S. 

We, the Seven Daughters of the Light, to praise 
Thee, Light of Light ! Thee, God of very God ! " 

So they together sang, together ceas'd. 
Then singly each hefore the altar knelt 
And chanted praise to God, each after each 
In order, hut with voices all unlike. 
Only alike in perfect melody. 

The first who knelt, in glowing accents sang : — 
** I, first,' who in the first-born blush of day, 
And in the rose, for beauty first of flowers. 
Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy 
temple.'* 

The next was like a burning seraphim. 

And as a flame uprose her fervid song : — 

** I, who in the magnific pageantry 

Of sunset skies, and in the heart of fire, 

And in the fruitage of Hesperian groves. 

Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy temple.*' 

Then her twin sister came, of milder mood : — 
** I, who amid the mellow sunshine's glow. 
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A DREAM OF COLOURS. 75 

And in the waving fields of ripen'd grain, 

Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy temple." 

Then one approach'd, of aspect soft and kind ; 

Her voice was like a rustling summer breeze : — 

'* I, who among the meadows, and beside 

The quiet waters, and in forests old, 

Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy temple." 

Then follow'd one in feature and in voice 

Most angel-like of all that angel band : — 

'* I, who in Thy great firmament all day. 

And in the placid face of summer waters. 

And in a thousand happy, innocent eyes. 

Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy temple." 

The next who came was like unto the laat, 

But graver in her mien, deeper her voice : — 

'' I, who in Thy great firmament all night. 

And in the shadowy hollows of the hills. 

And in the dim recesses of the deep. 

Praise Thee, — ^now praise Thee in Thy holy temple." 

The seventh and last of that bright sisterhood 
Thus closed in accents falling like the dew : — 
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76 A DREAM OF COLOURS. 

** I, who in spring's first, fearful, fragrant flower, 
And in the summer eve*s last lingering cloud. 
Praise Thee, — now praise Thee in Thy holy temple." 

Then all together sang — ** Glory to God ! " 
As at the first, in strains so heavenly sweet 
That with the thrill of deep delight I woke. 

Maby Maynabd. 
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THE PSALMS OF DAVID. 



THE MUSIC OP NATURE. 




sang of God — the mighty source 
Of all things — the stupendous force 
On which all strength depends ; 
From whose right arm, heneath whose eyes, 
All period, power and enterprise 
Commences, reigns, and ends. 



Angels — their ministry and meed. 
Which to and fro with hlessings speed, 

Or with their citherns wait ; 
Where Michael, with his millions, hows, 
Where dwells the seraph and his spouse. 

The chemh and her mate. 
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78 THE PSALMS OF DA FID. 

Of marif — the semblance and effect 
Of God and love — ^the saint elect 

For infinite applause, — 
To rule the land and briny broad, 
To be laborious in his land. 

And heroes in his cause. 

The world, — the clustering spheres He made, 
The glorious light, the soothing shade. 

Dale, champaign, grove, and hill ; 
The multitudinous abyss. 
Where scenery remains in bliss. 

And Wisdom hides her skill. 

Treesy plants, and flowers — of virtuous root ; 
Gem yielding blossom, jielding fruit. 

Choice gums and precious balm ; 
Bless ye the nosegay in the vale. 
And with the sweetness of the gale 

Enrich the thankful psalm. 

Of fowl — even every beak and wing 
Which cheer the winter, hail the spring, 
That live in peace, or prey ; 
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THE PSALMS OF DAVID, 

They that make music, or that mock, 
The quail, the brave domestic cock, 
The raven, swan, and jay. 

OJ fishes — every size and shape. 
Which nature frames of lighj; escape, 

Devouring man to shun : 
The shells are in the wealthy deep. 
The shoals upon the surface leap. 

And love the glancing sun. 

Of beasts — the beaver plods his task ; 
While the sleek tigers roll and bask. 

Nor yet the shades arouse ; 
Her cave the mining coney scoops ; 
Where o*er the mead the mountain stoops. 

The kids exult and browse. ~ 

Of genxs — their virtue and their price. 
Which, hid in earth from man*s device. 

Their darts of lustra sheathe ; 
The jasper of the master's stamp. 
The topaz blazing like a lamp, 

Among the mines beneath. 
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Blest was the tenderness he felt, 
When to his graceful harp he knelt, 

And did for audience call ; 
When Satan with his hand he quelled, 
And in serene suspense he held 

The frantic throes of Saul. 

Christopher Smart. 
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ADORATION. 

DAVID, scholar of the Lord I 
Such is thy science, whence reward 
And infinite degree ; 
strength, sweetness, lasting ripe I 
God's harp thy symhol, and thy type 
The lion and the hee ! 

There is but One who ne'er rebelled. 
But One by passion unimpelled, 

By pleasures unenticed ; 
He from Himself His semblance sent, 
Grand object of His own content. 

And saw the God in Christ. 

Tell them, I AM, Jehovah said 
To Moses ; while earth heard in dread. 
And smitten to the heart, 
a 
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82 ADORATION, 

At ooce above, beneath, aronnd, 
All nature, without voiee or sound. 
Replied, Lord, thou art. 

For Adoration, David*s psalms 
Lift up the heart to deeds of alms ; 

And he who kneels and chants, 
Prevails his passions to control, 
Finds meat and medicine to the soul. 

Which for translation pants. 

For Adoration, beyond match. 
The scholar buUfinich aims to catch 

The soft flute*s ivory touch ; 
And careless on the hazel spray 
' The daring redbreast keeps at bay 

The damsePs greedy clutch. 

For Adoration, in the skies. 
The Lord's philosopher espies 

The dog, the ram, and rose ; 
The planets' ring, Orion's sword, — 
Nor is His greatness less adored 

In the vile worm that glows. 
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ADORATION. 83 

For Adoration, on the strings 

The western breezes work their wings, 

The captive ear to soothe ; — 
Hark I 'tis a voice — ^how still, and small — 
That makes the cataracts to fall. 

Or bids the sea be smooth I 

For Adoration, incense comes 
From bezoar, and Arabian gums, 

And from the civet's fur ; 
But as for prayer, or e'er it faints. 
Far better is the breath of saints 

Than galbanum or myrrh. 

For Adoration, from the down 
Of damsons to the anana's crown, 

God sends to tempt the taste ; 
And while the luscious zest invites 
The sense, that in the scene delights. 

Commands dedire be chaste. 

For Adoration, all th*e paths 
Of grace are open, all the baths 
Of purity refresh ; 



vGoogk 



84 ADORATION, 

And all the rays of glory beam 
To deck the man of God's esteem, 
Who triumphs o*er the flesh. 

For Adoration, in the dome 

Of Christ, the sparrows find a home, 

And on His olives perch ; 
The swallow also dwells with Thee, 
man of God's humility, 

Within his Saviour's church. 

Christopher Smart. 
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HOLINESS. 

^ WEET is the dew that falls betimes, 
^ And drops upon the leafy limes ; 
^^ Sweet Hermon's fragrant air : 
Sweet is the lily's silver bell, 
And sweet the wakeful tapers' smell 
That watch for early prayer. 

Sweet the young nurse, with love intense. 
Which smiles o'er sleeping innocence ; 

Sweet when the lost arrive : 
Sweet the musician's ardour beats. 
While his vague mind's in quest of sweets, 

The choicest flowers to hive. 

Sweeter, in all the strain^ of love, 
The language of thy turtle-dove, 
Paired to thy swelling chord ; 
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86 HOLINESS, 

Sweeter, with every grace endued, 
The glory of thy gratitude, 
Bespired unto the Lord. 

Strong is the horse upon his speed ; 
Strong in pursuit the rapid glede. 

Which makes at once his game ; 
Strong the tall ostrich on the ground ; 
Strong through the turbulent profound 

Shoots Xiphias to his aim. 

Strong is the lion— like a coal 
His eyeball, like a bastion^s mole 

His chest against the foes : 
Strong the gier-eagle on his sail. 
Strong Against the tide the enormous whale, 

Emerges as he goes. 

But stronger still in earth and air, 
And in the sea the man of prayer. 

And far beneath the tide : 
And in the seat to faith assigned. 
Where ask is have, where seek is find, 

Where knock is open wide. 
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MOLIN£:SS, 87 

Beauteous the fleet before the gale ; 
Beauteous the multitudes in mail, 

Banked arms and crested heads ;' 
Beauteous the garden's umbrage mild, 
Walk, water, mediated wild. 

And all the bloomy beds. 

Beauteous the moon full on the lawn ; 
And beauteous when the veil's withdrawn, 

The virgin to her spouse : 
Beauteous the temple, decked and filled, 
When to the heaven of heavens they build 

Their heart-directed vows* 

Beauteous, yea, beauteous more than these. 
The shepherd-king upon his knees. 

For his momentous trust ; 
With wish of infinite conceit, 
For man, beast, mute, the small and great, 

And prostrate dust to dust. 

Precious the bounteous widow's mite ; 
And precious, for extreme delight, 
The largess from the churl : 
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88 HOLINESS. 

Precious the ruby's blushing blaze, 
And alba's blest imperial rays, 
And pure cerulean pearl. 

Precious the penitential tear ; 
And precious is the sigh sincere, 

Acceptable to God : 
And precious are the winning flowers, 
In gladsome Israel's feast of bowers. 

Bound on the hallowed sod. 

More precious that diviner part 

Of David, e'en the Lord's own heart. 

Great, beautiful, and new : 
In all things where it was intent, 
In all extremes, in each event. 

Proof — answering true to true. 

Glorious the sun in mid career ; 
Glorious the assembled fires appear ; 

Glorious the comet's train : 
Glorious the trumpet and alarm ; 
Glorious the Almighty's stretched-out arm; 

Glorious the enraptured main : 
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HOLINESS. 89 

Glorious the northern lights astream ; 
Glorious the song, when God's the theme ; 

Glorious the thunder's roar : 
Glorious hosannah from the den ; 
Glorious the catholic Amen ; 

Glorious the martyr's gore : 

Glorious — more glorious is the crown 
Of Him that hrought salvation down, 

By meekness called Thy Son ; 
Thou that stupendous truth helieved, 
And now the matchless deed's achieved, 

Determined, dared, and done. 

Christopher Smart. 
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MAXIMUS. 

''ANY, if God shonld make them kings, 

Might not disgrace the throne He gave ; 
^^ How few who could as well fulfil 
The holier office of a slave. 

I hold him great who, for love's sake, 
Can give, with generous, earnest will, — 

Yet he who takes for Love's sweet sake, 
I think I hold more generous still. . 

I prize the instinct that can turn 

From vain pretence with proud disdain ; 

Yet more I prize a simple heart 
Paying credulity with pain. 

I how before the noble mind 
That freely some great wrong forgives ; 
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Yet nobler is the one forgiven, 

Who bears that harden well, and lives. 

It may be hard to gain, and still 
To keep a lowly steadfast heart ; 

Yet he who loses has to fill 
A liarder and a truer part. 

Glorious it is to wear the crown 
Of a deserved and pure success ; 

He who knows how to fail has won 
A crown whose lustre is not less. 

Great may he be who can command 
And rule with just and tender sway ; 

Yet is diviner wisdom taught 
Better by him who-can obey. 

Blessed are those who die for God, 

And earn the martyr's crown of light — 

Yet he who lives for God may be 
A greater conqueror in His sight. 

Miss Pbocter. 
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AN OLD SERMON WITH A NEW TEXT. 

"Y wife contrived a fleecy thing her husband 
to infold, 
>j^^ For 'tis the pride of woman true, to cover 

from the cold : 
My daughter made it a new text for a sermon very 
old. 

The child came trotting to her side, ready with 

bootless aid. 
**Lily will make one for papa," the tiny woman 

said. 
Her mother gave the needful things, and a knot 

upon the threa4. 

" The knot, mamma ! It won't come through, 
mamma ! mamma 1 " she cried. 
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AN OLD SERMON WITH A NEW TEXT, 93 

Her mother cut away the knot, and she was 

satisfied, 
Palling the long thread through and through in 

fabricating pride. 

Her mother told me this. It gave a glimpse of 

something more : 
Great meanings often hide themselves with little 

words before ; 
And I brooded over this new text, till the seed a 

sermon bore. 

Nannie, to you I preach it now — a little sermon, low : 
Is it not thus a thousand times, as through the 

world we go ? 
Do we not pull, and fret, and say, instead of 

«* Yes, Lord," ««No"? 

Yet all the rough things that we meet, which will 

not move a jot — 
The hindrances to heart and feet — the crook in 

every lot — 
What mean they, but that every thread has at the 

end a knot ? 
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94 AN OLD SERMON WITH ANEW TEXT, 

For circumstance is God's great web — He gives it 

free of cost ; 
Bnt men must help to make it clothes to shield 

their hearts from frost : 
Shall we, because th'e thread holds fast, think all 

onr labour lost ? 



If He should cut away the knot, and yield each 

fancy wild, 
The hidden life within our hearts — His life, the 

undefiled — 
Would fare as ill as I should fare from the needle 

of my child. 

For as the cordage to the sail, as to my verse the 

rhyme. 
As mountains to the low green earth, so fair, so 

hard to climb, 
As call of striking clock, amid the quiet flow of 

time. 

As blows from sculptor's mallet on the marble's 
dawning face. 
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AN OLD SERMON WITH A NEW TEXT. 95 

Such are God's Yea and Nay unto the spirit's 

growing grace ; 
So work His making hands with what does and 

does not take place. 

We know no more the things we need than child 
to choose his food ; 

We know not what we shall be yet, so we know 
not present good ; 

For God's ideal who but God hath ever under- 
stood ? 

This is my sermon. It is preached against all 

useless strife. 
Strive not with anything that is— to cut it with 

thy knife. 
Ah ! be not angry with the knot that holdeth fast 

thy life. 

Geobge Macdonald. 
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RABBI BEN EZRA. 

' ROW old along with me ! 
The best is yet to be, 

The last of life, for which the first was made: 
Our times are in His hand 
Who saith, "A whole I planned, 
Youth shows but half ; trust God ; see all, nor bo 
afraid I " 

Rejoice we are allied 

To That which doth provide 
And not partake, effect and not receive ! 

A spark disturbs our clod ; 

Nearer we hold of God 
Who gives, than of His tribes that take, I must 
believe. 
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RABBI BEN EZRA. 97 

Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth's smoothness rongh, 
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand, but go ! 

Be oar joys three-parts pain ! 

Strive, and hold cheap the strain ; 
Learn, nor acconnt the pang ; dare, never grudge 
the throe ! 

For thenee, — a paradox 

Which comforts while it mocks, — 
Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail ; 

What I aspired to be 

And was not, comforts me : 
A brute I might have been, but would not sink 
i* the scale. 

Not once beat '' Praise be Thine f 

I see the whole design, 
I, who saw Power, see now Love perfect too ; 

Perfect I call my plan : 

Thanks that I was a man ! 
Maker, remake, complete, — I trust what Thou 
Shalt do I " 

H 
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98 RABBI BEN EZRA, 

Not on the vulgar mass 

Called ** work," must sentence pass, 
Things done, that took the eye and had the price ; 

O'er which, from level stand. 

The low world laid its hand. 
Found straightway to its mind, could value in a 
trice : 

But all the world's coarse thumh 

And finger failed to plumh. 
So passed in making up the main account ; 

All instincts immature. 

All purposes unsure. 
That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the 
man's amount : 

Thoughts hardly to he packed 

Into a narrow act. 
Fancies that hroke through language and escaped ; 

All I could never he. 

All men ignored in me. 
This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher 
shaped. 
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Ay, note that Potter's wheel, 

That metaphor ! and feel 
Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay, — 

Thou to whom fools propound, 

When the wine makes its round, 
<* Since life fleets, all is change ; the past gone, seize 
to-day ! " 

Fool ! All that is, at all, 

Lasts ever, past recall ; 
Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure, — 

What entered into thee, 

That was, is, and shall be : 
Time's wheel runs back or stops ; Potter and clay 
endure. 



He fixed thee midst this dance 

Of plastic circumstance. 
This present, thou, forsooth, wouldst fain arrest ; 

Machinery just meant 

To give thy soul its bent, 
Try then and turn thee forth, sufficiently im- 
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What though the earlier grooves 

Which ran the langhing loves 
Around thy hase, no longer pause and press ? 

What though, about thy rim, 

Scull-things in order grim 
Grow out, in graver mood, obey the sterner 
stress ? 

Look not thou down but up ! 

To uses of a cup. 
The festal board, lamp's flash and trumpet's peal, 

The new wine's foaming flow, 

The Master's lips aglow ! 
fhou, heaven's consummate cup, what need'st thou 
with earth's wheel ? 

But I need now as then. 

Thee, God, who mouldest men ; 
And since, not even while the whirl was worst, 

Did I,— to the wheel 6f life 

With shapes and colours rife, 
Bound dizzily, — mistake my end, to slake Thy 
thirst: 
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So, take and use Thy work ! 
Amend what flaws may Inrk, 
What strain o' the stuff, what warpings past the 
aunl 
My times he in Thy hand ! 
Perfect the cnp as planned I 
Let age approve of youth, and death complete the 
same ! 

BOBEBT BbOWNING, 
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THE TENT. 




JHY sbonld a man raise stone and wood 

Between him and the sky ? 
' Why should he fear the brotherhood 
Of all things from on high ? 
Why should a man not raise his £orm 

As shelterless and free 
As stands in sunshine or in storm 
The mountain and the tree ? 



Or if we thus, as creatures frail, 
Before our time should die, 

And courage and endurance fail. 
Weak Nature to supply ; — 

Let us at least a dwelling choose, 
The simplest that can keep 
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THE TENT, 103 



From parching heat and noxious dews 
Our pleasure and our sleep. 

The Fathers of our mortal race, 

While still remembrance nursed 
Traditions of the glorious place 
^ Whence Adam fled accursed, — 
Bested in tents, as best became 
Children, whose mother earth 
Had Overspread with sinful shame 
The beauty of her birth. 

In cold they sought the sheltered nook, 

In heat the airy shade, 
And oft their casual home forsook 

The morrow it was made ; 
Diverging many separate roads, 

They wandered, fancy -driven, 
Nor thought of other fixed abodes 

Than Paradise or Heaven. 

And while this holy sense remained, 
*Mid easy shepherd cares. 
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In tents they often entertained 

The angels unawares : 
And to their spirits' fervid gaze 

The mysfry was revealed^ 
How the world's wound in future days 

Should by Ood's love he healed. 

Thus we, so late and £Eur a link 

Of generation's chain, 
Delight to dwell in tents and think 

The old world young again ; 
With Faith as wide and Thought as narrow 

As theirs, who little more 
From life demanded than the sparrow 

Gay-chirping by the door. 

The Tent ! how easily it stands^ 

Almost as if it rose 
Spontaneous from the green or sand. 

Express for our repose: 
Or, rather, it is we who plant 

This root, where'er we roam. 
And hold, and can to others ^ant. 

The comforts of a home. 
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Make the divan — the carpets spread, 

The ready cnshions pile ; 
Best, weary heart ! rest, weary head 1 

From pain and pride awhile ; 
And all your happiest memories woo, 

And mingle with your dreams 
The yellow desert glimvfCring through 

The subtle veil of beams. 

We all have much we would forget — 

Be that forgotten now ! 
And placid Hope, instead, shall set 

Her seal upon your hrow : 
Imagination's prophet eye 

By her shall view unfurled 
The future greatnesses that lie 

Hid in the Eastern world. 

To slavish tyrannies their term 

Of terror she foretells ; 
She brings to bloom the faith whose germ 

In Islam deeply dwells ; 
Accomplishing each mighty birth 

That shall one day be bom 
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From marriage of the western earth 
With nations of the mom 1 

Then fold the Tent — ^then on again ; 

One spot of ashen black, 
The only sign that here has lain 

The traveller's. recent track; 
And gladly forward, safe to find 

At noon and eve a home, 
Till we have left the tent behind 

Across the ocean foam. 



LoBD Houghton. 
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POOR IN SPIRIT. 

INHERE is a calm the poor in spirit know. 
That softens sorrow, and that sweetens 
woe; 

There is a peace that dwells within the hreast, 
When all without is stormy and distrest ; 
There is a light that gilds the darkest hoar, 
When dangers thicken, and when tempests lower ; 
That calm is faith, and hope and love is given ; 
That peace remains when all heside is riven. 
That light shines down to man direct from heaven. 

James Edmeston. 



vGoogk 






THE SINGER. 



* the east a lark was springing, 
Down the yellow light was singing : 
" Oh, that I were wise and strong I 
I am nothing but a song.*' 




Stood the poet still and listened, 
Bapt into the ringing skies ; 

Dewy dawns of Eden glistened 
In a dying maiden's eyes ; 

And a child, no minstrel seeing. 
Said the angels sang above ; 

An^ a worn and withered being 
Felt the carol — God is love 
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Still the lark above iAnem winging, 
Shed his sorrow in his singing : 
^' Oh that I were wise and strong ! 
I am nothing but a song." 

Rev. Wade Robinson. 
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FLOWERS WITHOUT FRUIT. 

|RUNE thou thy words, the thoughts 

control 
That o'er thee swell and throng ; 
They will condense within thy soul, 
And change to purpose strong. 

But he who lets his feelings run 

In soft luxurious flow, 
Shrinks when hard service must he done, 

And feints at every woe. 

Faith's meanest deed more favour hears, 
Where hearts and wills are weigh*d. 

Than brightest transports, choicest prayers, 
Which bloom their hour and fade. 

; Db. Newman. 
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THE SEED GROWING SECRETLY. 

^EAR, secret Greenness y nurst below I 

Tempests and winds, and winter nights 
^ Yex not, that but one sees thee grow, 
That one made all these lesser lights. 

Let glory, be their bait, whose minds 

Afo all too high for a low cell : 
Though hawks can prey through storms and winds, 

The poor bee in her hive must dwell. 

Thei^ bless thy secret growth, nor catch 
«At noise, but thrive unseen and dumb ; 

Keep clear, bear fruit, earn life, and watch 
Till the white-winged Reapers come ! 

Hbmby Yauohan. 
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"IT IS THE LORD." 

JT is the Lord ! Hear ye that gladsome word, 
O'er the Gennesareth sea ! 
Be-echo it, — that it he ne*er unheard, 
But farthest realms agree 
To hail the risen Saviour's name ; 
And the hroad earth with joy proclaim, 
"It is the Lord I" 

It is the Lord ! — ^without Him no snooess ; 

Howe'er we work or wait ! 

Our nets were cast, hut vain our watchfulness 

Through weary hours so late : 

Toiling ; yet nought for all our cares, 

Nought, till a miracle declares 

"It is the Lord!" 
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It is the Lord ! How gracious and how true ! 

His promise, how good ! 

For now, astonish'd, to our bark we drew 

The finny multitude ! 

On earth so great, so bounteous none. 

As He, our strength, our shield, our sun ! 

" It is the Lord ! " 



It is the Lord ! — for us He here hath stay'd 

Near, while we deem'd Him far ; 

Eyes dimmed by sorrow and with toil o'erweigh'd 

Knew not our Morning Star ! 

Now springs my grateful soul from prison, 

Our hope revives, our sun hath risen ; 

" It is the Lord ! " 



It is the Lord, whom loving John discerns ; 

hour of joyfulness ! 

And that meek soul for closer nearness yearns 

In the still heart's recess ! 

Seek thou, too. Him in that deep cell ; 

Thou, too, the homefelt joy shalt tell, 

" It is the Lord !" 
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It is the Lord. See, Peter breasts the wave ; 

His dauntless love exclaims, 

" Awj^y, whate'er can part us! let me brave 

Tempests, or floods, or flames ; 

With joy I plunge into the sea. 

Conscious whose love constraineth me ! 

It is the Lord I " 



It is the Lord ! — the rest are following too ! 

His magnet love they feel ! 

In quiet troth, if with slow feet, pursue 

The burst of Peter's zeal ; 

Though many a blast and wave be near. 

Courage ! we have our Pilot here, 

" It is the Lord ! " 

It is the Lord ! He bids us all draw nigh. 

At His own feast regales I 

He nurtures each with grace unfailingly, 

Hither from hills and vales ! 

Thrice happy are His festivals ; 

Thrice blest the guests His mercy calls ; 

" It is the Lord I " 
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It is the Lord ! They ask Him now no more, 

Who art, or what doest Thou ? 

Whatever He doeth, *tis He ; 'tis mercy's store ; 

Let faith adoring bow ! 

For whether He chastise or cheer — 

In sunshine or in clouds appear — 

*< It is the Lord ! " 

It is the Lord 1 Ah, in how few bright hours 

His glories shine on me I 

His mortal coil yet fetters all my powers ! 

But— wait !— It still is He ! 

One day my love shall see Thee as Thou art, 

And shout with jubilant voice and raptur'd heart, 

" It is the Lord ! " 

Karl Gebok. 
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THE SEA OF GALILEE. 

[OW pleasant to me thy deep blue wave, 
Sea of Galilee! 
For the glorious One who came to save 
Hath often stood by thee. 

Fair are the lakes in the land I love, 

Where pine and heather grow, 
But thou hast loveliness far above 

What nature can bestow. 

It is not that the wild gazelle 

Comes down to drink thy tide, 
But He that was pierced to save from hell 

Oft wandered by thy side. 
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It is not that the fig-tree grows, 

And palms, in thy soft air, 
Bat that Sharon's fair and bleeding rose 

Once spread its fragrance there. 

Graceful aronnd thee the monntains meet, 

Thou calm, rep9sing sea ; 
But ah, far more 1 the beautiful feet 

Of Jesus walked over thee. 

These days are past — ^Bethsaida, where ? 

Chorazin, where art thou ? 
His tent the wild Arab pitches there. 

The wild reeds shade thy brow. 

Tell me, ye mouldering fragments, tell, 

Was the Saviour's city here ? 
Lifted to heaven, has it sunk to hell. 

With none to shed a tear ? 

Ah ! would my fiock from thee might learn 

How days of grace vnll flee ; 
How all an offered Christ who spurn, 

Shall mourn at last, like thee. 
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And was it beside this very sea 

The new-risen Saviour said 
Three times to Simon, ** Lovest thou me ? 

My lambs and sheep then feed " ? 

Saviour ! gone to God's right hand ! 

Yet the same Saviour still, 
Graved on my heart is this lovely strand 

And every fragrant hill. 

Oh ! give me, Lord, by this sacred wave, 

Threefold Thy love divine. 
That I may feed, till I find my grave. 

Thy flock — ^both Thine and mine. 

K. M. M*Cheyne. 
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THE EYE OF CHARITY. 

§NE evening Jesns lingered in the market-place, 
Teaching the people parahles of truth and 
^. grace, 

When in the square remote a crowd was seen to 

rise, 
And stop, with loathing gestures and abhorring 
cries. 

The Master and His meek disciples went to see 

What cause for this commotion and disgust could 
be. 

And found a poor dead dog beside the gutter 
laid; 

Revolting sight 1 at which each face its hate be- 
trayed. 
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One held his nose, one shut his eyes, one turned 

away; 
And all among themselves began aloud to say, 
" Detested creature ! he pollutes the earth and air ! '' 
"His eyes are blear!" ** His ears are foul!" 

** His ribs are bare!" 

** In his torn hide there's not a decent shoe-string 

left!" 
** No doubt the execrable cur was hung for theft ! " 
Then Jesus spake, and dropped on him this saving 

wreath, 
** Even pearls are dark before the whiteness of his 

teeth!" 

The pelting crowd grew silent and ashamed, like 

one 
Rebuked by sight of wisdom higher than his own ; 
And one exclaimed, <' No creature so accursed can 

be. 
But some good thing in him a loving eye will see." 

From " Nisami." 
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REDEMPTION. 

JOB, Thou wast born of woman ! Thou didst 
come, 
Oh Holiest ! to this world of sin and gloom, 
Not in Thy dread omnipotent array ; 
And not by thunders strew*d 
Was Thy tempestuous road ; 
Nor indignation burnt before Thee on Thy way. 
But Thee, a soft and naked child. 
Thy mother undefiled, 
In the rude manger laid to rest 
From off her virgin breast. 

The heavens were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air ; 
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Nor stoop'd their lamps th* enthroned fires on 
high : 

A single, silent star, 

Came wandering from afar, 
Gliding uncheck'd and calm along the liquid sky ; 

The Eastern Sages leading on 

As at a kingly throne, 

To lay their gold and odours sweet 

Before Thy infant feet. 

The earth and ocean were not hush'd to hear 
Bright harmony from every starry sphere ; 
Nor at Thy presence hrake the voice of song 

From all the cherub quires. 

And seraphs' burning lyres 
Pour'd thro' the host of heaven the charmed clouds 
along. 

One angel troop the strain began. 

Of all the race of man. 

By simple shepherds heard alone. 

That soft hosanna's tone. 

And when Thou didst depart, no car of flame 
To bear Thee hence in lambent radiance came ; 
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Nor visible angels mourn'd with drooping plumes. 

Nor didst Thou mount on high 

From fatal Calvary 
With all Thine own redeem' d out-bursting from 
their tombs. 

For Thou didst bear away from earth 

But one of human birth, 

The dying felon by Thy side, to be 

In paradise with Thee. 

Nor o'er Thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake ; 
A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children done ; 

A few dim hours of day 

The world in darkness lay, 
Then bask'd in bright repose beneath the cloudless 
sun : 

While Thou didst sleep beneath the tomb, 

Consenting to Thy doom ; 

Ere yet the white-robed angel shone 

Upon the sealed stone. 

And when Thou didst arise. Thou didst not stand 
With devastation in Thy red right hand, 
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Plaguing the guilty city's murtherous crew ; 

But Thou didst haste to meet 

Thy mother's coming feet, 
And bear the words of peace unto the faithful few. 

Then calmly, slowly, didst thou rise 

Into Thy native skies. 

Thy human form dissolved on high 

In its own radiancy. 

MiLMAN. 
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'THE LOVE OF CHRIST WHICH PASSETH 
KNOWLEDGE." 

BOKE with thee long weary days and nights, 
Through many pangs of heart, through many 
tears ; ^ 

I bore with thee, thy hardness, coldness, slights, 
For three and thirty years. 

Who else had dared for thee what I have dared ? 

I plunged the depth most deep from bliss above ; 
I not My flesh, I not My spirit spared : 

Give thou Me love for love. 

For thee I thirsted in the daily drouth. 
For thee I trembled in the nightly frost : 

Much sweeter thou than honey to My mouth : 
Wl;iy wilt thou still be lost ? 
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126 THE LOVE OF CHRIST. 

I bore thee on My shoulders and rejoiced : 
Men only marked upon My shoulders borne 

The branding cross ; and shouted hungry- voiced, 
Or wagged their heads in scorn. 

Thee did nails grave upon My hands, thy name 
Did thorns for frontlets stamp between Mine 
eyer: 

I, Holy One, put on thy guilt and shame ; 
I, God, Priest, Sacrifice. 

A thief upon My right hand and My left ; 

Six hours alone, athirst, in misery : 
At length in death one smote My heaH, and cleft 

A hiding-place for thee. 

Nailed to the racking cross, than bed of down 
More dear, whereon to stretch Myself and sleep : 

So did I win a kingdom, — share My crovm ; 
A harvest, — come and reap. 

Miss Eossetti. 
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*a am the vine, ye abe the 
branches;' 

»HOU art the living Vine, the branches we ; 
Oh, make Thou me 
(^ One of those branches I for I ever pine 
So to be Thine 
As is the branch unto the living vine. 

I long to lose my life in Thine, — to say 

On every day, 
" I live ;" yet straight thereafter quickly add, 

" Not I, the sad. 
But Jesus lives in me, and makes me glad." 

I envy Paul what time he softly said 
Of the once Dead, 
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'" We bear about His dying marks : His life 

Throughout earth's strife 
Is manifested in us, full and rife." 

Oh, thus to have Thy life in mine out- shown. 

Thy very own. 
That men may only say of me, ** This is 

His strength ; and this 
His wisdom ; and this joy again His bliss ; 

" This sympathy is His ; He ever lives. 

And ever gives. 
Day after day, the hidden life which we 

Outwardly see. 
From His own boundless, glorious treasury. 

" This comfort from His fount of comfort flows, 

'Tis He bestows 
This peace, so very calm and shadowless ; 

His righteousness 
Enfoldeth as a snow-white, shining dress." 

Saviour, make me one with Thee ! I bear 
In mind Thy prayer. 
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And bring it to Thee thus : In that dark night 

Of sorrow's might, 
Didst Thon not ask me for this deep delight ? 

Grant, therefore, this blest oneness ; let me feel, 

As now I kneel, 
I have no life whereof to say, 'tis mine. 

But only Thine, 
I but the branch, and Thou the living Vine ! 

Maby Leslie. 
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"HE IS RISEN." 

[ARP and psaltery awake 
Joyously ; 
Cymbal loud the silence break,- 
'Hyep^iy ! 

Glorioas angel tidings run 

Speedily : 
With the early rising sun 

Nought the seal, the watchers nought, 

Gloriously ; 
Far exceeding mortal thought, 

'VLyiperi I 



yGoogk 



''HE IS RISEN:"^ 131 

Death I upon thy realm, this morn, 

Tremblingly 
Lookest thou, with look forlorn, — 

'Hy^pOi, ! 

Grave ! the stone is rolled away — 

He is free ! 
Thou hast lost thy noblest prey, — 

'Hyip^ij I 

Earth I the terror now is o'er ; 

Man can see 
Through the grave the starry floor, — 

Let once more the cymbals ring 

Gladsomely, 
Organs loud their thunders fling, — 

'HycpOfj I 

Join we in the angel strain 

Heartily; 
Sending round the glad refrain, — 

'HycpOfj! 

Maby Leslie. 
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THE SOWER'S SONG. 

^OW hands to seedsheet, boys, 
We step and we oast ; old Time's on wing ; 
And would you partake of harvest's joys, 
The com must be sown in Spring. 
Fall gently and still, good com^ 
Lie warm in thy earthy bed ; 
And stand so yellow some mom, 
' For beast and man must befed» 

Old Earth is a pleasure to see 
In sunshiny cloak of red and green ; 
The furrow lies fresh ; this year will be 
As years that are past have been. 

Fall gently and still, good com, 

Lie warm in thy earthy bed ; 

And stand so, yelloio some mom. 

For beast and man must be fed. 



vGoogk 



THE SOWER'S SONG, 133 

Old Mother, receive this com, 
The son of six thousand golden sires : 
All these on thy kindly hreast were born ; 
One more thy poor child requires. 

FaU gently and still, good com, 

Lie warm in thy earthy bed ; 

And stand so yellow some mom, 

For beast and man must be fed. 

Now steady and sure again, 
And measure of stroke and step we keep ; 
Thus up and thus down we cast our grain : 
Sow well and you gladly reap. 

FaU gently and still, good com. 

Lie warm in your earthy bed ; 

And stand so yellow some mom, 

For beast and man must be fed, 

Thomas Cabltle. 
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NIGHT SHOWETH KNOWLEDGE. 

SN I survey the bright 
Celestial sphefe, 
So rich with jewels hung, that night 
Doth like an Ethiop bride appear ; 

My soul her wings doth spread, 
And heavenward flies, 
The Almighty's mysteries to read 
In the large volumes of the skies. 

For the bright firmament 
Shoots forth no flame 
So silent, but is eloquent 

speaking the Creator's name. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NIGHT SHOWETH KNOWLEDGE, 135 

No unregarded star 
Contracts its light 
Into so small a character, 
Remov'd far from our human sight ; 

But if we steadfast look 
We shall discern 
In it, as in some holy hook, 
How man may heavenly knowledge learn. 

It tells the conqueror 

That far-stretched power, 
Which his proud dangers traffic for, 
Is hut the triumph of an hour ; 

That, from the farthest north. 
Some nation may 
Yet undiscovered issue forth, 
And o'er his new-got conquest sway — 

Some nation, yet shut in 
With hills of ice. 
May he let out to scourge his sin, 
Till they shall equal him in vice : 
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And then they likewise shall 
Their ruin have ; 
For as yourselves your empires fall, 
And every kingdom hath a grave. 

Thus those celestial fires, 
Though seeming mute, 
The fallacy of our desires, 
And all the pride of life, confute. 

For they have watch*d since first 
The world had birth ; 
And found sin in itself accurst, 
And nothing permanent on earth. 

William Habingdon. 
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THE LILY. 

''OW withered, perished seems the form 
Of yon obscure, unsightly root ! 
Yet from the blight of wintry storm 
It hides secure the precious fruit. 

The careless eye can find no grace. 

No beauty in the scaly folds ; 
Nor see within the dark embrace 

What latent loreliness it holds. 

Yet in that bulb, those sapless scales, 

The lily wraps her silver vest, 
Till vernal suns and vernal gales 

Shall kiss once more her fragrant breast. 
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Yes, hide beneath the mouldering heap, 
The undelighting, slighted thing ; 

There in the cold earth buried deep. 
In silence let it wait the spring. 

Oh 1 many a stormy night shall close 
In gloom, upon the barren earth, 

While still, in undisturbed repose. 
Uninjured lies the future birth. 

And Ignorance, with sceptic eye, 

Hope's patient smile shall wondering view ; 
Or mock her fond credulity. 

As her soft tears the spot bedew. 

Sweet smile of Hope ! delicious tear ! 

The sun, the shower indeed shall come ; 
The promised verdant shoot appear, 

And Nature bid her blossoms bloom. 

And thou, virgin Queen of Spring I 
Shalt, from thy dark and lowly bed. 

Bursting thy green sheath's silken string. 
Unveil thy charms, and perfume shed ; 
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Unfold thy robes of purest white, 
Unsullied from their darksome grave ; 

And thy soft petals' silvery light, 
In the mild breeze unfettered v^ave. 

So Faith shall seek the lowly dust, 
Where humble Sorrow loves to lie, 

And bid her thus her hopes intrust. 
And watch with patient, cheerful eye ; 

And bear the long, cold wintry night, 
And bear her own degraded doom. 

And wait till Heaven's reviving light — 
Eternal Spring ! — shall burst the gloom. 

TiGHE. 
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EVENING ODE, 



COMPOSED UPON AN EVENING OP EXTRAORDINARY 
SPLENDOUR AND BEAUTY. 



[AD this effulgence disappeared 

With flying haste, I might have sent, 
Among the speechless clouds, a look 
Of blank astonishment ; 
But His endued with power to stay. 
And sanctify one closing day. 
That frail Mortality may see — 
What is ? — ah no, but what can be I 
Time was when field and watery cove 
With modulated echoes rang, 
While choirs of fervent angels sang 
Their vespers in the grove ; 
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Or, ranged like stars along some sovereign 

height, 
Warbled, for heaven above and earth below. 
Strains suitable to both. — Such holy rite, 
Methinks, if audibly repeated now, 
From hill or valley, could not move 
Sublimer transport, purer love, 
Than doth this silent spectacle— the gleam — 
The shadow — and the peace supreme ! 



n. 

No sound is uttered — ^but a deep 
And solemn harmony pervades 
The hollow vale, from steep to steep. 
And penetrates the glades. 
Far-distant images draw nigh, 
Called forth by wondrous potency 
Of beamy radiance, that imbues 
Whatever it strikes with gem-like hues ! 
In vision exquisitely clear, 
Herds range along the mountain- side, 
And glistening antlers are descried, 
And gilded flocks appear. 
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Thine is the tranquil hour, purpureal eve I 
But long as god-like wish, or hope divine, 
Informs my spirit, ne'er can I believe 
That this magnificence is wholly thine ! 
— From worlds not quickened by the sun 
A portion of the gift is won : 
An intermingling of heaven's pomp is spread 
On ground which British shepherds tread ! 

III. 

And if there be whom broken ties 

Afflict, or injuries assail. 

Yon happy ridges to their eyes 

Present a glorious scale. 

Climbing sufifused with sunny air. 

To stop — no record hath told where I 

And tempting fancy to ascend. 

And with immortal spirits blend ! 

— Wings at my shoulder seem to play ; 

But rooted here, I stand and gaze 

On those bright steps that heavenward raise 

Their practicable way. 

Come forth, ye drooping old men, look abroad, 

And see to what fair countries ye are bound ! 
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And if some traveller, weary of his road, 

Hath slept since noon-tide on the grassy ground, 

Ye genii ! to his covert speed ; 

And wake him with such gentle heed 

As may attune his soul to meet the dower 

Bestowed on this transcendent hour ! 



Such hues from their celestial urn 

Were wont to stream before my eye. 

Where'er it wandered in the morn 

Of blissful infancy. 

This glimpse of glory, why renewed ? 

Nay, rather speak with gratitude ; 

For, if a vestige of those gleams 

Survived, 'tvjas only in my dreams. 

Dread Power! whom peace and calmness serve. 

No less than nature's threatening voice. 

If aught unworthy be my choice. 

From Thee if I could swerve. 

Oh, let Thy grace remind me of the light 

Full early lost, and fruitlessly deplored, 

Which, at this moment, on my waking sight 

Appears to shine, by miracle restored 1 
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My soul, though yet confined to earth, 
Bejoices in a second birth ; 
— 'Tis past, the visionary splendour fades. 
And night approaches with her shades. 

WORDSWOETH. 
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HOME SICKNESS. 

[HE night- wind breathes with a mysterious 
wail, 
And from my ** Father's House " the lights 
do shine, 
For, darting through the darkness, distant, keen. 
They blink and beckon like a call divine. 

There is a home-sick weariness within — 
A heart-struck longing, deeper every day, 

Oh, for that home — oh, for the songs they sing. 
Oh, for the friends whom love hath called away. 

Departed are ye ? — no, ye are not far. 

Ye are gone from us — ^yet are present still, 

Present though distant, like that sad sweet star 
Whose eye looks on us o'er yon gloomy hill. 

L 
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Do we not feel you near ? does not yonr breath 
O'ercome our cheek in many a lonely hour — 

Does not your living shadow gently fall 
O'er the sad heart like dew upon a flower ? 

Together have we talked of life and death, 
Together pondered of the dread unknown. 

Ye know it now ! — with your last parting breath 
The glorious mystery became your own. 

All things are yours — the world of life and death ; 

And ye are Christ's, and His also are we — 
We wail I — we bum ! — ^fade, fade, thou wavering 
veil! 

Come ! come ! the glory and the victory ! 

Habbiet Beegheb Stowk. 
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DESTINY. 

'OMEWHEKE there waiteth in this world oi 
onrs, 

For one lone soul another lonely booI, 
Eacb chasing each through all the weary hoars, 

And meeting strangely at one sudden goal. 
Then hlend they, like green leaves with golden 
flowers 
Into one beautiful and perfect whole ; 
And life's long night is ended, and the way 
Lies open onward to eternal day. 

Edwin Arnold. 
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NEGLECTING THE PATTERN. 

^ WEAVER sat one day at his loom, 
^1^ Among the colours bright, 
J)l^ With the pattern for his copying 
Hang fair and plain in sight. 

But the weaver's thoughts were wandering 

Away on a distant track, 
As he threw the shuttle in his hand 

Wearily forward and back. 

And he turned his dim eyes to the ground, 

And tears fell on the woof, 
For his thoughts, alas ! were not with his home, 

Nor the wife beneath its roof; 
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When her voice recalled him suddenly 

To himself, as she sadly said : 
** Ah, woe is me ! for your work is spoiled, 

And what will we do for bread ? " 

And then the weaver looked, and saw 

His work must be undone ; 
For the threads were wrong, and the colours 
dimmed. 

Where the bitter tears had run. 

** Alack, alack ! " said the weaver, 

<< And this had all been right 
If I had not looked at my work, but kept 

The pattern in my sight I '* 

Ah ! sad it was for the weaver, 

And sad for his luckless wife ; 
And sad it will be for us if we say. 

At the end of our task of life — 

" The colours that we had to weave 

Were bright in our early years ; 
But we wove the tissue wrong, and stained 

The woof with bitter tears. 
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** We wove a web of doubt and fear — 
Not faith, and hope, and love, — 

Because we looked at our work, and not 
At our Pattern up above ! '* 

Ph(EBE CABEy. 
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MAGDALENE^S . HYMN. 

[HE air of death breathes through oar souls, 
The dead all round us lie ; 
By day and night the death-ljell tolls, 
And says, ** Prepare to die ! ** 

The face that in the morning sun 

We thought so wondrous fair, 
Hath faded ere his course was run. 

Beneath its golden hair. 

I see the old man in his grave, 

With thin locks silvery grey; 
I see the child's bright tresses wave 

In the cold breath of clay. 



vGoogk 



152 MAGDALENE^ S HYMN. 

The loving ones we loved the begt, 

Like music all are gone ! 
And the wan moonlight bathes in rest 

Their monumental stone. 

But not when the death-prayer is said 

The life of life departs ; 
The body in the grave is laid, 

Its beauty in our hearts. 

At holy midnight, voices sweet 
Like fragrance fill the room. 

And happy ghosts with noiseless feet 
Come brightlning from the tomb. 

We know who sends the visions bright. 
From whose dear side they came ! 

We veil our eyes before the light. 
We bless our Saviour's name ! 

This frame of dust, this feeble breath, 
The plague may soon destroy : 

We think on Thee, and feel in death 
A deep and awful joy. 



d by Google 



MAGDALENE'S HYMN, 153 

Dim is the light of vanished years 

In glory yet to come ; 
idle grief ! foolish tears I 

When Jesus calls us home. 

Like children for some bauble fair 

That weep themselves to rest, 
We part with life — awake ! and there 

The jewel in our breast ! 

Professor Wilson. 
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ADDRESS TO A DYING FRIEND. 

[HERE is light on the hills, and the valley is 
past ! 
Ascend, happy pilgrim ! thy labours are o'er ! 
The sunshine of heaven around thee is cast, 

And thy weak, doubting footsteps can falter no 
more. 

On, pilgrim — that hill richly circled with rays 
Is Zion ! Lo, there is *' the city of saints t " 

And the beauties, the glories, that region displays, 
Inspiration's own language imperfectly paints. 

But the ''gate of one pearl '' to thee opened shall be, 
And thou all its beauties and glories behold. 

The Saviour an entrance has purchased for thee. 
And thy dwelling henceforth is the city of gold. 



vGoogk 



ADDRESS TO A DYING FRIEND. 155 

The rustling of wings, when thou reachest the 
gate, 
Will announce the glad angels, the sentinels 
there : 
Knock, pilgrim ! not long thou for entrance canst 
wait. 
For spirits like, thee to those angels are 
dear. 



And, perhaps, in the portal, the glorified 
band 
Of kindred and friends long removed from thy 
sight, ' 
Breathing welcomes and blessings around thee will 
stand, 
Arrayed in their garments of heavenly light. 

Transporting re-union! bright meed of all those 
Who on earth bowed in meekness and faith to 
the rod. 
Still thankful alike, if the thorn or the rose, 

Was strewed on the pathway that led them to 
God. 
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She has knocked, she has entered I blest spirit, 
farewell ! 
We rejoice in thy bliss, though oar loss we 
deplore : 
It is joy that thon art where the blessed ones 
dweU ; 
But, oh ! it is grief we behold thee no more ! 

Mbs. Ofie. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 




'HEN some beloveds, ^neath whose eyelids lay 
The sweet lights of my childhood, one by one 
Did leave me dark before the natural snn, 
And I astonied fell, and conld not pray, 
A thought within me to myself did say, 
'' Is God less God, that thou art left undone ? 
Rise, worship, bless Him f in this sackcloth spun. 
As in that purple I " — ^But I answer. Nay ! 
What child his filial heart in words can loose, 
If he behold his tender father raise 
The hand that chastens sorely ? Can he choose 
But sob in silence with an upward gaze ? 
And my great Father, thinking fit to bruise, 
Discerns in speechless tears, both prayer and 
praise. 

Mbs. E. B. Bbowning. 
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ONLY A CURL. 

fBIENDS of faces unknown and a land 
Unvisited over the sea, 
Who tell me how lonely you stand, 
With a single gold curl in the hand 
Held up to be looked at by me, — 

While you ask me to ponder and say 
What a father and mother can do. 
With the bright feUoW'locks put away 
Out of reachy beyond kiss, in the clay 
Where the violets press nearer than you. 

Shall I speak like a poet, or run 

Lito weak woman's tears for relief? 
Ohy children / — I never lost one, — 
Yet my amCs round my own little son. 
And Love knows the secret of Grief. 
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*' God lent him and takes him,** you sigh ; 

— Nay, there let me break -with your pain : 
God's generous in giving, say I, — 
And the thing -which He gives, I deny 

That He ever can take back again. 

He gives what He gives. I appeal 

To all who bear babes — ^m the hour 
When the veil of the body we feel 
Rent round us, — ^while torments reveal 
The motherhood's advent in power. 

And the babe cries I — ^has each of us known 

By apocalypse (God being there 
Full in nature) the child is our own, 
Life of life, love of love, moan of moan, 

Through all changes, all times, everywhere. 

He's ours and for ever. Believe, 

father 1 — mother ! look back 
To the first love's assurance. To give 
Means with God not to tempt or deceive 

With a cup thrust in Benjamin's sack. 
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He gives what He gives. Be content ! 

He resumes nothing given, — be sure ! 
God lend ? Where the usurers lent 
In His temple, indignant He went 

And scourged away all those impure. 

He lends not ; but gives to the end, 
As He loves to the end. If it seem 

That He draws back a gift, comprehend 

'Ti& to add to it rather, — amend, 
And finish it up to your dream, — 

Or keep,— as a mother will toys 

Too costly, though given by herself, 
Till the room shall be stiller from noise, 
And the children more fit for such joys, 
Kept over their heads on the shelf. 

So, look up, friends ! youy who indeed 

Have possessed in your house a sweet piece 
Of the heaven which men strive for, mmt need, 
"Be more earnest than others are — speed 
Where they loiter ^ persist where they cease. 
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Yon know how one angel smiles there, 

Then weep not. 'Tis easy for you 
To he drawn by a single gold hair 
Of that curl, from earth* s storm and despair. 
To the safe place above u^s. Adieu. 

Mrs. E. B. Browning. 
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fRY calm, and very silent, 
Lay my father there ; 
Dn the whiteness of the pillow 
Shone his silver hair. 

** Raise the blind up, will you, Willie ? 

I would see the night ; '* 
Earth in her young spring lay sleeping, 

Kissed by the moonlight. 

" And now put the lamp out, Willie ; 

I would see my star." 
Trees below it, while above it 

Stretched a cloudy bar. 
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**It will soon be shrouded, father.'* 

** Yes, my son, it will." 
Quietly the vapours hid it. 

And the room was still. 

W. T. Edwards. 
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UNDER THE ALDER-TEEE. 

[ FF, vulture Loneliness ! away I why 
Wilt keep company with me. 
^ chain of life, that bind*st me down 
To this drear rock, I weary o* thee ! 
For she will not come again, 
Will not come ever to me I 
BUss ? the bliss, the bliss is o*er, 
Is lost for ever my heart's dear prize ; 
And she's mine no more, no more, 
To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the wind waileth where she lies 
Under the alder-tree. 

Face, where while we gaze onH feeling — 
Seldom pruned, for purity^ — 
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Springs from soul, roots through the fea- 
tures, 
Upward branching like a tree ; — 
Oh, her looks ! — ^they were like skies, 
Raining blessings ever on me ; 
Ever on me ? — woe's me, *tis o'er. 
And I may not live i* th* love of her eyes. 
And they smile no more, no more. 
To make the heart beat qtiicker in me ; 
For the leaf withereth where she lies 
Under the alder-tree. 

Then a step so softly, stately, 
So divinely womanly. 
That, than angels own, it seemeth 
Scarce by one sin's weight less free ; 
Oh, her step ? — and it always came. 
Springing lighter, springing to me I 
Ever to me ? woe's me, 'tis o'er, 'tis o'er. 
And she never, never to meet me flies ; 
And she comes no more, no more. 
To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the grass waveth where she lies, 
Under the alder-tree. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



i66 UNDER THE ALDER-TREE. 

Then an awful, high emotion, 
Of such warm, sweet purity, 
That for once we understand how 
Sacred mortal flesh can be ! 
Oh, her touch ! Oh, soft her hand, 
Soft, and warm ever to me ! 
Ever to me ? Woe's me, 'tis o'er, 
And the voice within me cries, 
She will press my hand no more. 
To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the nettle thriveth where she lies, 
Under the alder-tree. 



Then a mouth, whereto was given 

Voice that should be clue and key 

To old dreams that rocked the poet 

On the cradle of their knee. 

Oh, her voice ! 'twas like a heaven 

Saying kind things ever to me. 

Ever to me ? Woe's me, 'tis o'er. 

And I call, and call, and she never replies. 

And she'll speak no more, no more, 

To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
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For the owl hooteth where she lies, 
Under the alder-tree. 



Then a touch, at whose impression, 

Like an electricity 

Sheathed in down, flesh, soul change places. 

Till we guess not which we be I 

Her kiss ! 'twas like the touch of an angeFs 

wing. 
Warm of heaven's glory ever to me I 
Ever to me / Woe's me, 'tis o'er, 
And she may hallow my cheeks, my eyes, 
With her lips no more, no more. 
To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the worm gnaweth where she lies. 

Under the alder- tree. 



Then a feeling that doth smite us 

Into such dreams as saints be 

On God's bosom ! I have pressed he^- 

Heart to mine, till I could see 

To heaven's deep centre. Oh, that heart 

Beat, and beat ever for me ! 
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Ever for me? Woe's me, 'tis o'er, 
And I shall press her heart, the prize, 
To my'\)wn no more, no more. 
To make the heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the cold stones cover her where she lies. 
Under the alder-tree. 

Let me alone, Loneliness ! off 
Sorrow vulture, off from me ! 
Sure this Promethean heart of mine grows 
Fast as 'tis consumed by thee ! 
Oh, she will not come again, 
Come again, ever to me I 
Bliss ? The bliss, the bliss is o'er. 
Is lost for ever, my heart's dear prize. 
And she's mine no more, no more. 
To make this heart beat quicker in me ; 
For the wind waileth where she lies. 
Under the alder-tree. 

Henby Sutton. 
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THE MUSICIAN AND THE ORGAN. 

JTT LL through my keys that gave their sounds 
Y ^ to a wish of my soul, 

^j^ All through my soul that praised as its 

wish flowed visibly forth, 
All through music and me ! For think, had I 
painted the whole. 
Why, there it had stood, to see, nor the process 
so wonder- worth : 
Had I written the same, mad verse — still, effects 
proceed from cause. 
Ye know why the forms are fair, ye hear how 
the tale is told ; 
It is all triumphant art, but art in obedience to 
laws, 
Painter and poet are proud in the artist-list 
enrolled : — 
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But here is the finger of God, a flash of the will 
that can, 
Existent behind all laws, that made them, and lo 
they are I 
And I know not if, save in this, such gift be allowed 
to man. 
That out of three sounds he frame, not a fourth 
sound, but a star. 
Consider it well : each tone of our scale in itself 
is nought ; 
It is everywhere in the world — ^loud, soft, and 
all is said : 
Give it to me to use ! I mix it with two in my 
thought ; 
And there ! Ye have heard and seen : consider 
and bow the head ! 

Well, it is gone at last, the palace of music I reared ; 
Gone ! and the good tears start, the praises that 
come too slow ; 
For one is assured at flrst, one scarce xan say that 
he feared, 
That he even gave it a thought, the gone thing 
was to go. 
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Never to be again 1 Bui many more of the kind 
As good, nay, better perchance : is this yonr 
comfort to me ? 
To me who must be saved because I cling with my 
mind 
To the same, same self, same love, same God : 

ay, what was, shall be. / 

Therefore to whom turn I but to Thee, the in- 
effable Name ? 
Builder and maker. Thou, of houses not made 
with hands ! 
What, have fear of change from Thee who art ever 
the same ? 
Doubt that Thy power can fill the heart that Thy 
power expands ? 
There shall never be one lost good I What was 
shall live as before ; 
The evil is null, is nought, is silence implying 
sound ; 
What was good, shall be good, with, for evil, so 
much good more ; 
On the earth the broken arcs; in heaven, a 
perfect round. 
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All we tave willed or hoped or dreamed of good, 
shall exist ; 
Not its semblance, but itself; no beauty, nor 
good, power 
Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for 
the melodist 
When eternity affirtns the conception of an hour. 
The high that proved too high, the heroic for earth 
too hard, 
The passion that left the ground to lose itself in 
the sky, 
Are music s^nt up to God by the lover and the 
bard ; 
Enough that He heard it once ; we shall hear it 
by-and-by. 

And what is our failure here but a triumph's 
evidence 
For the fulness of the days ? Have we withered 
or agonized ? 
Why else was the pause prolonged but that singing 
might issue thence ? 
Why rushed the discords in, but that harmony 
should be prized ? 
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Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear, 
Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the 
weal and woe : 
But God has a few of us whom He whispers in the 
ear; 
The rest may reason and welcome : 'tis we 
musicians know. 

Well it is earth with me ; silence resumes her reign ; 

I will be patient and proud, and soberly 

acquiesce. 

Give me the keys. I feel for the common chord 

again. 

Sliding by semitones, till I sink to the minor, — 

yes, 

And I blunt it into a ninth, and I stand on aHen 
ground, 
Surveying awhile the heights I rolled &om into 
the deep ; 
Which, hark, I have dared and done, for my 
resting-place is found, 
The major of this life : so, now I will try to 
sleep. 

HOBEBT BbOWNINO. 
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THE SONG OF NIGHT. 

COME to thee, Earth I 
With all my gifts: — ^for every flower 
sweet dew, 
In bell, and urn, and chalice, to renew 
The glory of its birth. 

Not one which glimmering lies 
Far amidst folding hills or forest leaves, 
But, through its veins of beauty, so receives 

A spirit of fresh dyes. 

I come with every star : 
Making thy streams, that on their noon-day track 
G^ve but the moss, the reed, the lily back. 

Mirrors of Worlds afar. 
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I come with peace ; I shed 
Sleep through thy wood-walks o*er the honey-bee, 
The lark's trinmphant voice, the fawn's young glee, 

The hyacinth's meek head. 

On my own heart I lay 
The weary babe, and, sealing with a breath 
Its eyes of love, send fairy dreams, beneath 

The shadowing lids to play. 

I come with mightier things ! 
Who calls me silent ? I have many tones — 
The dark skies thrill with low mysterious moans, 

Borne on my sweeping wings. 

I waft them not alone • 
From the deep organ of the forest shades, 
Or buried streams, unheard amidst their glades. 

Till the bright day is done ; 

But in the human breast 
A thousand still small voices I awake. 
Strong in their sweetness from the soul to shake 

The mantle of its rest. 
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< I bring them from the past : 
From true hearts broken, gentle spirits torn, 
From crushed affections, which, though long 
overborne, 
Make their tone heard at last. 

I bring them from the tomb : 
0*er the sad couch of late repentant love, 
They pass — ^though low as murmurs of a dove — 

Like trumpets through the gloom. 

I come with all my train : 
Who calls me lonely ? — Hosts around me tread, 
The intensely Bright, the Beautiful, the Dread — 

Phantoms of heart and brain 1 

Looks from departed eyes, 
These are my lightnings ! — filled with anguish vain 
Or tenderness too piercing to sustain, 

They smite with agonies. 

I, that with soft control, 
Shut the dim violet, hush the woodland song, 
I am the Avenging One I^-the Armed, ttie Strong, ^ 

The Searcher of the soul I 



yGoogk 



THE SONG OF NIGHT. 177 

I, that shower dewy light 
Through slnmbering leaves, hring storms! — ^the 

tempest-birth 
Of Memory, Thought, Bemorse : — ^be holy. Earth ! — 

I am the solemn Night ! 

Mrs. Hemans. 
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row many plants, we call them weeds, 
Against our wishes grow. 
And scatter wide their various seeds 
With all the winds that blow. 

Man grumbles when he sees them rise, . 

To foul his husbandry ; 
Kind Providence this way supplies 

His lesser family. 

Scattered and small, they 'scape our eye. 

But are not wasted there ; 
Safe they in clefts and furrows lie. 

The little birds find where. 
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|ENSIVE as I watched the night, 
Many a star was glittering bright, 
While their gay, but warmless rays, 

Waked the thoughts of other days ; 

Like the joys I knew of old. 

They were bright but they were cold ; 

Parting with the parting shade, 

One by one I saw them fade — 

Duly as the morning cleared, 

One by one they disappeared. 

So, before celestial light, 
Sink the joys of nature's night ; 
*Twas but folly made them dear, 
Twas but darkness made them fair. 
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As the dawn of grace increases, 
Earth's delusion sinks and ceases ; 
Joys that once were all my bliss, 
Fading into nothingness, 
Take them wings, and pass away. 
Lost in everlasting day. 



Caroline Fry.- 
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WEARY IN WELL-DOING. 

WOULD have gone ; God bade me stay : 

I would have worked ; God bade me rest. 
He broke my will from day to day, 
He read my yearnings unexpressed 
And said them nay. 

Now I would stay ; God bids me go : 
Now I would rest ; God bids me work. 

He breaks my heart tossed to and fro, 
My soul is wrung with doubts that lurk 
And vex it so. 

I go, Lord, where Thou sendest me ; 

Day after day I plod and moil ; 
But, Christ my God, when will it be 
That I may let alone my toil 
And rest with Thee ? 

Miss Bossetti. 
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pOW is it that before mine eyes, 
While gazing on thy mien, 
All my past years of life arise, 
As in a mirror seen ? 
What spell within thee hath been shrined. 
To image back my own deep mind ? 

Even as a song of other times, 
Can trouble Memory's springs ; 

Even as a sound of vesper- chimes. 
Can wake departed things ; 

Even as a scent of vernal flowers 

Hath records fraught with vanished hours ; 

Such power is thine ! — they come, the dead, 
From the grave's bondage free, 
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And smiling back the changed are led, 

To look in love on thee ; 
And voices that are music flown 
Speak to me in the heart's full tone, 

Till crowding thoughts my sonl oppress, 

The thoughts of happier years, 
And a vain gush of tenderness 

O'erflows in child-like tears ; 
A passion which I may not stay, 
A sudden fount that must have way. 

But thou, the while — oh, almost strange, 

Mine imaged self ! it seems 
That on thy brow of peace no change 

Reflects my own swifb dreams : 
Almost I marvel not to trace 
Those lights and shadows in thy face. 

To see thee calm, while powers thus deep. 

Affection — Memory — Grief — 
Pass o'er my soul as vmids that sleep 

0*er a frail aspen-leaf ! 
Oh ! that the quiet of thine eye 
Might sink there when the storm goes by ! 
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Yet look thon still serenely on ; 

And if sweet friends there be, 
That when my song and soul are gone 

Shall seek my form in thee, — 
Tell them of One for whom 'twas best 
To ^' flee away and be at rest ! " 



Mrs. Heicans. 
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A MARTYR CONVERT. 

fHE number of Thine own complete, 
Snm up ^.nd make an end ; 
Sift clean the chaff, and house the -wheat, 
And then, Lord, descend. 

Descend, and solve by that descent 

This mystery of life ; 
Where good and ill together blent. 

Wage an undying strife. 

For livers twain are gushing still 

And pour a mingled flood ; 
Good in the very depths of ill, 

HI in the heart of good. 
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The last are first, the first are last, 

As angel-eyes behold ; 
These from the sheep-cote sternly cast, 

Those welcomed to the fold. 

No .Christian home, no pastor*s eye, 

No preacher's vocal zeal, 
Moved Thy dear martyr to defy 

The prison and the -wheel. 

Forth from the heathen ranks she stept. 

The forfeit crown to claim 
Of Christian souls who had not kept 

Their birthright and their name. 

Grace formed her oat of sinful dust ; 

She knelt a soul defiled ; 
She rose in all the faith and trust. 

And sweetness of a child. 

And in the freshness of that love 
She preach'd, by word and deed. 

The mysteries of the world above, 
Her new-found glorious creed. 
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And ninning in a little hour 

Of life the course complete, 
She reached the throne of endless power, 

And sits at Jesn's feet. 

Her spirit there, her body here, 

Make one the earth and sky ; 
We use her name, we touch her bier. 

We know her God is nigh. 

Praise to the Father, as is meet, 

Praise to the only Son, 
Praise to the Holy Paraclete 

While endless ages run. 

Dr. Newman. 
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i walked by the side of the tranquil stream, 
That the sun had tinged with his parting 
beam; 

The water was still, and so crystal clear 

That every spray had its image there. 




And every reed that o*er it bowed, 
And the crimson streak, and the silvery cloud, 
And all that was bright, and all that was fair. 
And all that was gay, was reflected there. 

And they said it was like to the chastened breast. 
That religion soothes to a holy rest. 
When sorrow has tamed the impassioned eye. 
And the bosom reflects its expected sky. 
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But I took a stone that lay beside, 

And I cast it far on the glassy tide ; 

And gone was the charm of the pictured scene, 

And the sky so bright, and the landscape green. 

And I bade them mark, how an idle word, 
Too lightly said, and too deeply heard ; 
Or a harsh reproof, or a look nnkind. 
May spoil the peace of the heavenly mind. 

Though sweet be the peace, and holy the calm. 
And the heavenly beam be bright and warm. 
The heart that it gilds is all as weak 
As the wave that reflects the crimson streak. 

Yon cannot impede the celestial ray 

That lights the dawn of eternal day ; 

But so may you trouble the bosom it cheers, — 

'Twill cease to be true to the image it bears. 

Cabolinb Fby, 
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|ETTER to smeU a violet, 

Than sip the careless wine ; 
Better to list one music tone, 
Than watch the jewels* shine. 

Better to have the love of one, 
Than smiles like morning dew ; 

Better to have a living seed 
Than flowers of every hue. 

Better to feel a love within. 
Than be lovely to the sight ; 

Better a homely tenderness 
Than beauty's wild delight. 
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Better to love than be beloved, 

Though lonely all the day ; 
Better the fountain in the heart, 

Than the fountain by the way. 

Better a feeble love to God, 
Than for woman's love to pine ; 

Better to have the making God 
Than the woman made divine. 

Better be fed by mother's hand, 

Than eat alone at will ; 
Better to trust in God, than say : 

My goods my storehouse fill. 

Better to be a little wise 

Than learned overmuch ; 
Better than high are lowly thoughts, 

For truthful thoughts are such. 

Better than thrill a listening crowd, 

Sit at a wise man's feet ; 
But better teach a child, than toil 

To make thyself complete. 
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Better to walk the realm unseen, 
Than watch the hour's event ; 

Better the smile of God alway. 
Than the voice of men's consent. 

Better to have a quiet grief 

Than a tumultuous joy; 
Better than manhood, age's face, 

If the heart he of a hoy. 

Better the thanks of one dear heart, 
Than a nation's voice of praise ; 

Better the twilight ere the dawn, 
Than yesterday's mid-blaze. 

Better a death when work is done. 
Than earth's most favoured birth ; 

Better a child in God's great house. 
Than the king of all the earth. 

Geobob Mao Donald. 
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"AN must be pleased ; bnt him to please 
Is woman's pleasure ; down the golf 
Of his condoled necessities 
She casts her best, she flings herself. 
How often flings for nought ! and yokes 

Her heart to an icicle or whim, ^ 

Whose each impatient word provokes 

Another, not from her, bat him ; 
While she, too gentle e'en to force 

His penitence by kind replies, 
Waits by, expecting his remorse. 

With pardon in her pitying eyes ; 
And if he once by shame oppressed, 

A comfortable word confers, 
She leans and weeps against his breast, 
And seems to think the sin was hers ; 
o 
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And "whilst his love has any life, 

Or any eye to see her charms, 
At any time, she's still his wife, 

Dearly devoted to his arms ; 
She loves with love that cannot tire ; 

And when, ah, woe ! she loves alone, 
Through passionate duty love flames higher. 

As grass grows taller round a stone. 

Coventry Patmore. 




yGoogk 



HE SHALL SIT AS A REFINER AND 
PURIFIER OF SILVER. 

[E that from dross would win the precious ore, 
Bends o'er the crucible with earnest eye, 
The subtle, searching process to explore, 
Lest the one bnlliant moment should pass by, 
When in the molten silver's virgin mass 
He meets his pictured face, aa in a glass. 

Thus in God's famace are EQs people tried ; 

Thrice happy they who to the end endure ; 
But who the fiery trial may abide I 

Who from the crucible come forth so pure 
That He whose eyes of flame look through the 

whole, 
May see His image perfect in the soul 7 
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Not with an evanescent glimpse alone. 

As in that mirror the refiner's feioe ; 
Bat, stampt with heaven's broad signet, there be 
shown 

Immanuel's features, fall of truth and grace ; 
And round that seal of love this motto be, 
" Not for a moment^ but — Eternity ! '* 

MONTOOMEBY. 
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QUA CURSUM VENTUS. 

S ships becalmed at eve, that lay 

With canvas drooping, side by side, 
Two towers of sail at dawn of day 
Are scarce long leagues apart descried ; 

When fell the night, up sprung the breeze, 
And all the darkling hours they plied, 

Nor dreamt but each the selfsame seas 
By each was cleaving, side by side : 

E'en so — ^but why the tale reveal 

Of those whom year by year unchanged. 

Brief absence joined anew to feel. 
Astounded, soul from soul estranged. 
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At dead of night their sails were filled, 
And onward each rejoicing steered — 

Ah, neither blame, for neither willed, 
Or wist, what first with dawn appeared ! 

To veer, how vain ! On, onward strain. 
Brave barks ! In light, in darkness too, 

Through winds and tides one compass guides, — 
To that, and your own selves, be true. 

But blithe breeze ! and great seas, 

, Though ne'er, that earliest parting past, 
On your wide plain they join again. 
Together lead them home at last. 

One port, methought, alike they sought, 
One purpose hold where'er they fare, 

bounding breeze ! rushing seas ! 
At last, at last, unite them there ! 

A. H. Clough. 
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THE CONTENTS OF PIETY. 

LLAH I " was all night long the cry of one 

oppressed with care, 
Till softened was his heart, and sweet 

became his lips with prayer. 
Then near the subtle tempter stole, and spake : 

** Fond babbler, cease ! 
For not one * Here am I * has God e'er sent to give 

thee peace." 
With sorrow sank the suppliant's soul, and all his 

senses fled. 
But lo ! at midnight, the good angel, Chirer, came, 

and said : 
** What ails thee now, my child, and why art thou 

afraid to pray ? 
And why thy former love dost thou repent ? declare 

and say." 
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**Ah! '* cries he, ** never once spake God to me 

* Here am I, son.* 

Cast off, methinks I am, and warned far from His 

gracious throne/' 
To whom the angel answered : << Hear the word 

from God I bear. 
* Go, tell,' He said, < yon momner, sunk in sorrow 

and despair, 
Each ' Lord appear ' thy lips pronounce, contains 

my * Here am I ; ' 
A special messenger I send beneath thine every 

sigh; 
Thy love is but a girdle of the love I bear to thee, 
And sleeping in thy < Come, Lord ! ' there lies 

* Here, Son ! ' from Me." 

Algeb's **Poetby op the East." 
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[HE face which, duly as the sun, 
Rose up for me with life begun, 
^ To mark all bright hours of the day 
With hourly love, is dimmed away, — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

The tongue which, like a stream, could run 
Smooth music from the roughest stone, 
And every morning with " Good day ** 
Make each day good, is hushed away, — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

The heart which, like a staff, was one 
For mine to lean and rest upon, 
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^he strongest on the longest day 
With steadfast love, is caught away, — 
And yet my days go on, go on. 

The world goes whispering to its own, 
" This anguish pierces to the bone ; ** 
And tender friends go sighing round, 
" What love can ever cure this wound ?" 
My days go on, my days go on. 

Breath freezes on my lips to moan : 
As one alone, once not alone, 
I sit and knock at Nature's door. 
Heart-bare, heart-hungry, very poor, 
Whose desolated days go on. 

I knock and cry,—** Undone, undone ! '* 
Is there no help, no comfort, — none ? 
No gleaning in the wide wheat-plains 
Where others drive their loaded wains ? 
My vacant days go on, go on. 

This Nature, though the snows be down. 
Thinks kindly of the bird of June : 
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The little red hip on the tree 

Is ripe for such. What is for me, 

Whose, days so winterly go on ? 

1 ask less kindness to he done, — 
Only to loose these pilgrim-shoon 
(Too early worn and grimed), with sweet 
Cool deathly tonch to these tired feet. 
Till days go out which now go on. 

Only to lift the turf Unmown 
From off the earth where it has grown. 
Some cubit-space, and say, ** Behold, 
Creep in, poor Heart, beneath that fold. 
Forgetting how the days go on.'* 

What harm would that do ? Green anon 
The sward would quicken, overshone 
By skies as hlue ; and crickets might 
Have leave to chirp there day and night 
While my new rest went on, went on. 

— ^A Voice reproves me thereupon. 

More sweet than Nature's when the drone 
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Of bees is sweetest, and more deep 

Than when the rivers overleap 

The shuddering pines, and thnnder on. 

God's Voice, not Nature's ! Night and noon 
He sits upon the great white throne 
And listens for the creatures' praise/ 
What babble we of days and days ? 
The Day-spring He, whose days go on. 

He reigns above^ He reigrio alone ; 
Systems hum out^ and leave His throne : 
Fair mists of seraphs melt and fall 
Around Him, changeless amid all, — 
Ancient of Days, whose days go on. 

He reigns below. He reigns alone. 
And, having life in love foregone 
Beneath the crown of sovran thorns. 
He reigns the Jealous God. Who mourns 
Or rules with Him, while days go on ? ^ 

By anguish which made pale the sun, 
I hear Him charge His saints that none 
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Among His creatures anywhere 
Blaspheme against Him with despair, 
However darkly days go on. 

Take from my head the ihom-wreath hrovon ! 
No mortal grief deserves that crown. 

supreme Love, chief Misery, 
The sharp regalia are for Thee, 
Whose days eternally go on ! 

For us, — ^whatever's undergone, 
Thou knowest, wiliest what is done. 
Grief may be joy misunderstood ; 
Only the Good discerns the good. 

1 trust Thee while my days go on. • 

Whatever's lost, it first was won : 

We will not struggle nor impugn. 

Perhaps the cup was broken here. 

That Heaven's new wine might show more clear, 

I praise Thee while my days go on. 

I praise Thee while my days go on ; 
I love Thee while my days go on : 
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Through dark and dearth, through fire and frost, 
With emptied arms and treasure lost, 
I thank Thee while my days go on. 

And having in Thy life-depth thrown 
Being and suffering (which are one), 
As a child drops his pehhle small 
Down some deep well, and hears it fall 
Smiling— so I. Thy days go on. 

Mbs. E. B. Bbownino. 
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LOVE OUR RESTING-PLACE. 

^N the great love of God I lean, 

Love of the Infinite, Unseen, 

With nought of heaven or earth hetween. 
This God is mine, and I am His, 
His love is all I need of hliss. 

Once and for ever reconciled. 
The sinful ^th the Undefiled, 
I walk with Him, His tmstfol child ; 
The blood of the great sacrifice 
My troubled conscience pacifies. 

In the calm light of God I move, 
The light of holiness and love, 
Like the pure light of heaven above ; — 
For God is love, and God is light, 
A day without a cloud or night. 
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To the dear home of God I press, 

The mansion of eternal bliss. 

The seat of love and righteousness. 

home and seat of glorious life, 
Beyond the tumult and the strife. 

He keeps me from all want and ill, 
With loving eye He guides me still, 
His peace and joy my spirit fill, 

loving Seeker of the lost. 

How great for me Thy toil and cost ! 

To Him my helpless spirit clings. 
He bears me as on eagle's wings. 
Through sorrow and through joy He brings ; 
He loves from the eternal past, 
His tender mercies ever last. 

BONAB. 
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GOD IS LOVE. 

[HOU, Lord, art Love, and everywhere 
Thy name is hrightly shown ; 
Beneath, on earth. Thy footstool fair. 
Above, on heaven, Thy throne. 

Thy word is love, in lines of gold 

There mercy prints its trace ; 
Li Nature we Thy steps behold, 

The Gospel shows Thy face. 

Thy ways are love, though they transcend 

Our feeble range of sight ; 
They wind through darkness to their end 

In everlasting light. 
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Thy thoughts are love, and Jesus is 

The living voice they find ; 
His love lights up the vast abyss 

Of the eternal mind. 

Thy cbasti9ements are love, — more deep 

They stamp the seal divine, 
And, by a sweet compulsion, keep 

Onr spirits nearer Thine. 

Thy heaven is the abode of love ; 

blessed Lord ! that we 
May there, when Tune's dim shades remove. 

Be gathered home to Thee.\ 

There, with Thy resting saints, to &11 

Adoring round the throne. 
When all shall love Thee, Lord, and all 

Shall in Thy love be one ! 

BeV. J. D. BUBNS. 
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THE CROSS. 

[HE Cross, if rightly borne, shall be 
No burden, but support to thee ;*' * 
So, moved of old time for our sake. 
The holy monk of Kempen spake. 

Thou brave an3 true one ! upon whom 
Was laid the cross of martyrdom, 
How didst thou, in thy generous youth. 
Bear witness to this blessed truth ! 

Thy cross of suffering and of shame 
A stafif within thy hands became, 
In paths where faith alone could see 
The Master*s steps supporting thee. 

• Thomas k Kempis, " Imitation of Christ." 
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Thine was the seed-time ; God alone 
Beholds the end of what is sown ; 
Beyond our vision, weak and dim, 
The harvest-time is hid with Him. 

Yet, unforgotten where it lies, 
That seed of generous sacrifice. 
Though seeming on the desert cast,^ 
Shall rise with bloom and fruit at last. 



Whittier. 
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THE TWO, SAYINGS. 

[WO sayings of the Holy Scriptures beat 
Like pnlses' in the Church's brow and breast ; 
And by them we find rest in our unrest, 
And, heart-deep in salt tears, do yet entreat 
God's fellowship, as if on heavenly seat. 
The first is Jesus wept, — whereon is prest 
Full many a sobbing face that drops its best 
And sweetest waters on the record sweet : — 
And one is, where the Christ, denied and scorned. 
Looked upon Peter. Oh, to render plain, 
By help of having loved a little, and mourned, — 
That look of sovran love and sovran pain. 
Which 13.6 who could not sin, yet suffered, turned 
On him who could reject, but not sustain I 

Mrs. E. B. Browning. 
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[HE Saviour looked on Peter. Ay, no word — 
No gesture of reproach 1 The heaven^ serene, 
Though heavy with armed justice, did not lean 
Their thunders that way. The forsaken Lord 
Looked only on the traitor. None record 
What that look was ; none guess : even those who 

have seen 
Wronged lovers loving through a death- pang keen. 
Or pale-cheeked martyrs smiling to a sword. 
Have missed Jehovah at the judgment- call. 
And Peter, from the height of blasphemy — 
" I never knew this man " — did quail and fall, 
And knowing straight that God, — and turned free, 
And went speechless from the face of all. 
And filled the silence, weeping bitterly. 

Mrs. E. B. Browning. 
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THINK that look oi Christ might seem to say, 
" Thou, Peter ! art thou then a common stone 
Which I at last must hreak my heart upon, 
For all God's charge, to His high angels, may 
Guard my foot better ? Did I yesterday 
Wash thy feet, my beloved, that they should run 
Quick to deny me 'neath the morning sun, — 
And do thy kisses, like the rest, betray ? — 
The cock crows coldly. — Go, and manifest 
A late contrition, but no bootless fear ! 
For when thy deathly need is obdurest, 
Thou shalt not be denied, as I am here — 
My voice, to God and angels, shall attest, — 
Because I know this many let him he clear.'' 

Mrs. E. B. Browning. 
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''E must not doubt, or fear, or dread, that 
love for life is only given, 
And that the calm and sainted dead will 
meet estranged and cold in heaven : — 
Oh, Love -were poor and vain indeed, based on so 
harsh and stem a creed. 



True that this earth must pass away, with all the 
starry worlds of light, 

l^Vith all the glory of the day, and calmer tender- 
ness of night ; 

'For, in that radiant home can shine alone the im- 
mortal and divine. 

Earth's lower things — her pride, her fame, her 
science, learning, wealth, and power — 
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Slow growths that through long ages came, or fruits 

of some convulsive hour, 
Whose very memory must decay — Heaven is too 

pure for such as they. 

They are complete : their work is done. So let 

them sleep in endless rest. 
Love's life is only here begun, nor is, nor can be, 

fully blest ; 
It has no room to spread its wings, amid this crowd 

of meaner things. 

Just for the very shadow thrown upon its sweet- 
ness here below, 

The cross that it must bear alone, and bloody bap- 
tism of woe. 

Crowned and completed through its pain, we know 
that it shall rise again. 

If in my heart I now could fear that, risen again, 

we should not know 
What was our Ldfe of Life when here — the hearts 

we loved so much below — 
I would arise this very day, and cast so poor a 

thing away. 
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But love is no such soulless clod : living, perfected, 

it shall rise 
Transfigured in the light of God, and giving glory 

to the skies : 
And that which makes this life so sweet, shall 

render heaven's joy complete. 

Miss Procter. 
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DIVINE PROVIDENCE. 

^NE adequate support 
For the calamities of mortal life 
Exists, — one only, — an assured belief 
That the procession of our fate, howe'er 
Sad or disturbed, is ordered by a Being 
Of infinite benevolence and power, 
Whose everlasting purposes embrace 
All accidents, converting them to good. 
— The darts of anguish fix not -where the seat 
Of suffering hath been thoroughly fortified 
By acquiescence in the will supreme 
For time and for eternity ; by faith. 
Faith absolute in God, including hope, 
And the defence that lies in boundless love 
Of His perfections ; with habitual dread 
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Of aught unworthily conceived, endured 

Impatiently ; ill-done, or l§fl undone, 

To the dishonour of His holy name. 

Soul of our souls, and safeguard of the world ! 

Sustain, Thou only canst, the sick of heart ; 

Restore their languid spirits, and recall 

Their lost affections unto Thee, and Thine ! 

Wordsworth. 
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SPEED THE PROW. 

"OT the ship that swiftest saileth, 
But which longest holds her way 
Onward, onward, never faileth, 
Storm and calm, to win the day ; 
Earliest she the haven gains, 
Which the hardest stress sustains. 

O'er life's ocean, wide and pathless, 
Thus would I with patience steer ; 

No vain hope of journeying scatheless, 
No proud boast to face down fear ; 

Dark or bright His Providence, 

Trust in God be my defence. 
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Time there was, — 'tis so no longer, — 

When I crowded every sail, 
Battled with the waves, and stronger 

Grew, as stronger grew the gale ; 
Bat my strength sank with the wind, 
And the sea lay dead hehind. 

There my hark had foander'd sarely. 

Bat a power invisible 
Breathed apon me ; — ^then secarely. 

Borne along the gradual swell. 
Helm, and shroads, and heart renewed, 
I my hambler coarse parsaed. ^ 

Now, thoagh evening shadows blacken, 
And no star comes through the gloom. 

On I move, nor will I slacken 

Sail, thoagh verging towards the tomb : 

Bright beyond, — on heaven's high strand, 

Lo, the lighthoase 1 — ^land, land, land 1 

Cload and sunshine, wind and weather. 
Sense and sight are fleeing fast ; 
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Time and tide must fail together, 

Life and death will soon be past ; 
But where day's last spark declines, 
Glory everlasting shines. 

MoNTaOMERY. 
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ONLY A YEAR. 
^ NE year ago, — a ringing voice, a clear blue 

©ye, 

And clustering curls of sunny hair, too fair 
to die. 

Only a year,— no voice, no smile, no glance of 

eye, 
No clustering curls of golden hair, fair but to die ! 

One year ago, — ^what loves, what schemes far into 

life! 
What joyous hopes, what high resolves, what 

generous strife I 

The silent picture on the wall, the burial-stone, 
Of all that beauty, life, and joy remain alone ! 
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One year, — one year, — one little year, and so mnch 

gone! 
And yet the even flow of life moves calmly on. 

The grave grows green, the flowers bloom fair, 

above that head : 
No sorrowing tint of leaf or spray says he is dead. 

No pause or hush of merry birds, that sing above. 
Tells us how coldly sleeps below the form we love. 

Where hast thou been this year, beloved? what' 

hast thou seen ? 
What visions fair, what glorious life, where thou 

hast been ? 

The veil ! the veil ! so thin, so strong ! 'twixt us 

and thee ; 
The mystic veil ! when shall it fall, that we may see ? 

Not dead, not sleeping, not even gone, but present 

stm. 

And waiting for the coming hour of God's sweet 
will. 

Q 
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ONLY A YEAR. 



Lord of tlie living and the dead, our Saviour 

dear ! 
We lay in silence at Thy feet this sad, sad year ! 

Mrs. H. B. Stowe. 
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Tp ORD, if he sleep he shall do well ! 
i^^ How sweet in such a world as this, 
^T To lie unconscious of each spell 
That works our daily weariness. 



How sweet to shut out time and sense, 
Visions and vanities and dreams ; 

Earth's glare so withering and intense, 
Toil's hourly burdens, pleasure's gleams. 

In death to leave all death behind. 
From sickness and from pain to fly ; 

And in the dreaded grave to find 
The gate of immortality. 
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To leave behind the fear, the doubt, 
The care, the fret, the restlessness 

That poisoned life, and to shnt out 
Alike the failure and success. 

We cannot trust these eyee and ears, 
Sweet though it is to hear and see ; 

They are the messengers of fears. 
The gates of ill and vanity. 

We cannot trust these ears and eyes ; 

The daily inlets they of sin ! 
How sweet to shut out earthly lies. 

And be with heavenly truth shut in ! 

These eyes and ears we cannot trust. 
They work us hourly woe within ; 

How sweet to close them in the dust. 
And be with God alone shut in ! 



The tomb is dark ; we need no eyes ; 

\i speaks not ; and we need no ears ; 
The veil descends and cannot rise ; 

Farewell our struggles and our tears f 
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Lord, if he sleep he shall do well ! 

In sleep like this he taketh rest ; 
He lieth down corruptible, 

He riseth in Thine image blest. 

For he who sleeps in Thee sleeps well ; 

All earth shut out, all heaven shut in. 
Though damp the couch and dark the cell, 

They dwell in light who sleep within. 

BONAR. 
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^WEET Saviour! take me by the hand, and 
lead me through the gloom ; 

Oh, it seems far to the Other Land, and dark 
in the silent tomb ; 
I thought it was less hard to die, a straighter road 

to Thee, 
With at least a twilight in the sky, and one narrow 

arm of sea. 
Saviour ! what means this breadth of death, this 

space before me lying, 
These deeps where life so lingereth, this difficulty 

of dying ? 
So many turns, abrupt and rude, such ever-shifting 

grounds. 
Such a strangely peopled solitude, such strangely 

silent sounds ? 
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Another honr ! What change of pain in this last 

act doth lie ! 
Surely to live life o'er again were less prolix than 

to die. 
How carefully Thou walkest, Lord ! Canst Thou 

have cause to fear ? 
Who is that spirit with the sword ? Art Thou not 

Master here ? 
Whom are we trying to avoid ? From whom, Lord, 

must we hide ? 
Oh, can the dying be decoyed, with his Saviour by 

his side ? 
Deeper? — Dark ! dark! But yet I follow ; tighten, 

dear Lord, Thy clasp ! 
How suddenly earth seems to hollow, — there is 

nothing lefl to grasp 1 
I cannot feel Thee : art Thou near ? It is all too 

dark to see ; 
But let me feel Thee, Saviour dear ! I can go on 

with Thee. 
What speed I How icy-smooth these stones ! Oh, 

might we make less haste ? 
How the caves echo back my moans from some 

invisible waste ! 
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May w6 not rest, dear Help ? Oh no, not on a 

road so steep ! 
Sweet Saviour 1 have we far to go ? Ah, how I 

long for sleep 1 
Loose sand — and all things sinking ! Hark, the 

mnrmnr of a sea I 
Saviour, it is intensely dark ; is it near eternity ? 
Can I fall from Thee even now ? both hands, dear 

Lord, both hands ! 
Why dost ^hou lie so deep, so low, thou shore of 

the Happy Lands ? 
Ah, death is very, very wide, a land terrible and 

dry: 
If Thou, sweet Saviour, hadst not died, who would 

have dared to die ? 
Another fall! — Surely we steal on towards eter- 
nity : — 
Lord, is this death ? — I only feel down in some 

sea with Thee ! 

F. Fabeb. 

THE END. 
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